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| Governor of the univerle ; as the ſecond with reſpett to 
8 


ADVERTISEMENT, 


BY THE EDITOR, 
HE ESSAY ON MAN, to uſe the Author's own 
3 is a ak _ ef Ethics ; in which * | 


akin of ths welhe off the Chara&eriflics, that e | 
could long ſupport itſelf, or have even a real exiltence, 
Vyithout even a reference to the Deity. Hence it is that 
the firſt Epiſtle regards man with reſpeR to the Lord and 


himſelf; the third to ſociety ; and the fourth to happine fre 
Having therefore formed and finiſhed his Eſſay in this 
view, he was much mortihed whenever he found it conſi- 
dered it in any other; or as a part and introduction only | 
wa larger work. As appears from the concluſion of his 


| b ſecond dialogue, intuled t vec xxxviir, where he 
| makes his impertinent adviſer ſay, | 


| Alas / Alas ! pray end what you began, 
And write, next winter, more Effays on Man: 


| which a MS. note of his thus explains: The Author 


, undoubtedly meant this as a farcaſm on the ignorance of 

thoſe friends of his, who were daily peſlering him for more 
Eſſays on Man, as not ſeeing that the four Epiſtles he had 
publiſhed entirely compleated that Guhjeft.” But i it maſt | 


be owned, that the public, ” he great and continued 
| Vol. II. 5˙ | de mut 


| demand for his Eſciy, ſufficiently freed iiſelf from this im- 


putation of wrong judgment. And how great and conti- 


nued that demand has been, appears from the vaſt variety 


of pirated and imperfe editions continually obtruded on 
the world, cver fince the fill publication of the Poem; 


and which no repeated proſecutions of the 2 hare 


deen able totally to reſtrain. 
Theſe were the conſiderations which W 
the Proprietors to give one perfect edition of the Eſſay on 
Man, from Mr. Pope's laſt correttions and improvements; 
that the public may from henceforth be ſupplied with this 
Poem alone, e to the 
honeſt intention of its great Author. 
Concerning the UN IVERSAI Paaver, which con- 
cludes the Eſſay, it may be proper to obſerve, that, ſome 
paſſages in the Efay having been unjuſtly ſuſpected of a 
tendency towards Fate and Naturaliſm, the Author com- 
poſed that prayer as the ſum of all, to ſhew that his ſyſlem 
was founded in free-will, and terminated in piety : that 
the firſt cauſe was as well the Lord and Governor as the 
Creator of the Univerſe; and that by ſubmiſſion to his 
vill (che great principle inforced throughout the Efay} 
was not meant the ſuffering ourſelves to be carried along 

with a blind determination ; but a religious acquieſcence, 
and confidence full of hope and ummortality. To give all 


this the greater weight and reality the Poet choſe for his 
model the Lon D's PRA WER, which of all others beſt de- 


ſerves the tle prefixed to his paraphraſe, 


THE 


PTTTTETRT 


+ FLO Un ca. 


Þ 


THE 


| T u E 
Dod ES IGN. | 
TAVING propoſed to write ſome pieces on human 


life and manners, ſuch as {tv uſe my Lord Bacon's 


— come home to men's bufineſs and boſoms, I 

thought it more fatisfattory to begin with cunſidering man 
in the abſlract, his nature, and his ftate ſince, to prove 
any moral duty, to enforce any moral precept, or to 
examine the perfection or imperfection of any creature 


. whatſozver, it is neceſſary firſt to know what condition 


and relation it is placed in, and what is the proper end 


and purpoſe of us being. 


The ſcience of human nature is, like all other {:iences, 
reduced to a feu clear points : there are not many certain 
truths in this world. It is therefore in the anatomy of the 


' mindas in that of the body: more good will accrue to man- 
Kind by attending to the large, open, and perceptible pars ; 


than by fludying too much ſuch finer nerves and veſſels, 
the conformations and uſes of which will for ever eſcape 
our obſervation. The diſputes are all upon theſe laſt ; 
and I will venture to ſay, they have leſs ſharpened the 
wits than the hearts of men again it each other, and have 
morality. If I could flatter myſelf that this Eſſay has any 
merit, it is in ſteering betwixt the extremes of dofrines 
ſeemingly oppoſite; in paſſing over terms utterly unin- 
elligible ; and in forming a temperate, yet not inconſi ſt- 
et ; and a ſhort, yet not imperſect ſyſtem of Ethics. 
oy A 2 This 


ty, 
 . This I might have done in proſe; but I choſe verſe, 
and even rhyme, for two reaſons : the one will appear 
obvious; that principles, maxims, or precepts ſo written, 
both ſlrike the reader more flrongly at firſt, and are more 
eaſily retained by him afterwards. The other may ſeem 
odd, but it is true; I found I could expreſs them more 
feortly this way than in, proſe itſelf, and nothing is truer 
than that much of the force, as well as grace, of arguments 
or inſſructions depends on their conciſeneſs. I was unable 
to treat this part of my ſubje& more in detail, without be · 
eaming dry ard tedious; or more poetically, without ſa- 
_ erikicing perſpicuity to ornament, without wandering from 
the prec iſion, or breaking the chain of reaſoning. If any 
man can unite all theſe, withcut diminution of any of them, 
I freely confeſs he will compaſs a thing above my capacity. 

What is now publiſhed, is only to be conſidered as a 
general map of an, marking out no more than the grea- 
ter parts, their extent, their limits, and their connection, 
but leaving the particular to be more fully delineated in the = 
charts which are to follow. Conſequently theſe Epiſtles 
in their progreſs (if I make any progreſs) will be leſs dry 
and more ſuſceptible of poetical ornament. I am here 
only opening. the fountains, and clearing the paſlage : to 
deduce the rivers, to follow them in their courſe. and to 
obſerve their eflects, would be a tafk ——— 
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WAKE, my Sr. Jonx! leave all meaner things 
To low ambition, and the pride of kings. 
Let us (fince life can little more ſupply 
Than juſt to look about us and to die) 
Expatiate free o'er all this ſcene of man; 


A mighty maze! but not without a plan; 
A wild, where weeds and {low'rs promiſcuous ſhoot : 
Or garden, tempting with forbidden fruit. 


Try what the open, what the covert yield ; 
The latent tracts, the giddy heights, explore 
Of all who blindly creep, or ſighileſs ſoar ; 
Eye nature's walks, ſhoot folly as it flies, 
And catch the manners living as they riſe; 


But vindicate the ways of God to man. 
I. Say firſt. of God above or man below, 
What can we reaſon, but from what we know ? 


A3 ER - 


[6] 

Of man, what ſee we but his ſtation here, 
From which to reaſon, or to which refer 7? 
'Thro* worlds unnumber'd tho” the God be known, 
*Tis ours to trace him only in our own. 
He, who through vaſt immenſity can pierce, 
See worlds on worlds compoſe one univerſe, - 
Obſerve how fyſlem into ſyſtem runs, 
What other planets circle other ſuns, 
What vary'd Being peoples ev'ry ſtar, 
May tell why heav'n has made us as we are. 
But of this frame, the bearings and the ties, 
The ſtrong connections, nice dependencies, 
— Gradations juſt, has thy pervading foul 
_Look'd thro ? or can a part contain the whole? 

Is the great chain, that draw? all to agree, 
And drawn ſupports, upheld by God, or thee? 


11. Preſumptous man he reaſon wool ths find, 


Why form'd fo weak, ſo little, and fo blind? 
d 
Why form'd no weaker, blinder, and no leſs. 
Aſk of thy mother Earth, why oaks are made 
Taller or ſtronger than the weeds they ſhade p 
Or aſk of yonder argent fields above, 
Why Jove's Satellites are leſs than Jove ? 
Of ſyſtems polbble, if tis confeſt 

That wiſdom infinite muſt form the beſt, 
Where all mult full or not coherent be, 
And all that riſes, riſe in duedegree ; 


VE 

Then, in the ſcale of reas'ning life, tis plain, 
There muſt be, ſomewhere ch a rank as man : 
And all the queſtion (wrangle e er fo long} 
Is only this, if God has plac'd him wrong ? 
Reſpetting man, whatever wrong we call, 
May, muſt be right, as relative to all. 
In human works, thuugh labour'd on with pain, 
A thouſand movements ſcarce one purpoſe gain 3 
In God's, one fingle can its end produce ; 
Yet ſerves to ſecond too ſome other uſe. 
Perhaps acts ſecond to ſome ſphere unknown, 
Touches ſome wheel, or verges to ſonle goal; 
"6 dad. 9: geen we ts noms whats. 
1 His fiery courſe, nt No ts cine; 
When the dull Ox, why now he breaks the clod, 
Is now a victim, and now Egypt's God : 
Then ſhall man's pride and dullneſs comprehend | 
His actions, paſſions, beings uſe and end; 
| Why doing, ſufP ring, check'd, impell'd ; and why 

This hour a ſlave, the next a deity. 
Thaw by ae wen nt 


Say rather, man's as perfett as he ought : 

nis knowledge meaſuc'd to his ſtate and place; 

His tune a moment, and a point his ſpace. 

II io be perfect in a certain ſphere, 1 
What matter, ſoon or late, or here or there? 


Or who could ſutfer Being here below ? 


1 

The bleſt to-day is as compleatly fo, 

As who began a thouſand years ago. 

III. Heav'n from as hikes dis beck of from 
All but the page preſcrib'd, their preſent fiate : 
From brutes what men, from men whet ſpirits know : 


The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day, 
Had he thy reaſon, would he ſkip and play ? 
Pleas'd to the laſt, he crops the flow'ry food, 
And licks the hand juſt rais'd to ſhed his blood. 
Oh blindneſs to the future ! kindly giv'n, 
That each may fill the circle mark'd by heav'n : 

| Who ſees with equal eye, as God of all, 

A hero periſh, or a ſparrow fall 

Atoms or ſyſtems into ruin hurl'd, 

And now a bubble burſt, and now a world. 
Hope humbly then; with trembling pinions ſoar ; 
Wait the great teacher Death; and God adore. 
What future bliſs, he gives not thee to know, 
But gives that hope to be thy bleſſing now. 
Hope ſprings eternal in the human breaſt ; 
Man never is, but always to be bleſt : 

The ſoul, uneaſy and confin'd from home, 
Reſts and expitiates in a life to come. 

Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind; 
His ſoul, proud ſcience never taught to ſtray 
Far as the ſolar walk or milky way; 


Yet 
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Vet ſimple nature to his kope has giv'n 

Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humbler heav'n 8 

Some ſafer world indepth of wouds embrac d, 

Some happier iſland in the wat'ry waſte, 

Where flaves once more their native land behold, 

No ſiends torment, no chriſtians thirſt for gold. 

To be, contents his natural deſire, 

He aſks no Angel's wing, no Seraph's fire ; 

But thinks, admitted to that equal ſky 

His faubful dog ſhall bear him company. 
IV. Go, wiſer thou! and, in thy ſcale of ſenſe, 

Weigh thy opinion againft Providence ; 

Call imperfefltion what thou fancy'lt ſuch, 

Say, Here he gives too little, there too much; 


Deftroy all creatures for thy ſport or guſt, 


| Yet cry, if man's unhappy, God's unjuſt ; 


If man alone ingroſs not heav'n's high care. 
Alone made perfect here, immortal there: 
Snatch from his hand the balance and the rod, 
Re · judge his juſtice, be the God of God. 
In pride, in reas'ning pride, our error lies; 
All quit their ſphere, and ruſh into the ſkies. 
Pride ſtill is aiming at the bleſt abodes, 
Men would be Angels, Angels would be Gods. 
| Aſpiring to be Gods, if Angels fell, 
Aſpiring to be Angels, men rebel: 

And who but wiſhes to invert the laws - 
Of Oz DER, fins againſt ch Eternal Cauſe. 


V. Alk 


1 The juice neftarious, and the balmy dew ; 


(0-4 
v. Aſk for what end the heav 'nly bodies ſhine, 
Earth for whoſe uſe ? Pride anſwers, tis for mine, 
Fot me kind nature wakes her genial pow'r, 
© Suckles each herb, and ſpreads out ev'ry flow'r; 
Annual for me, the grape, the roſe renew 


© For me, the mine a thouſand treaſures brings; 
For me, health guſhes from a thouſand ſprings ; 
© Seas rol! to waft me, ſuns to light me riſe ; 
My ſootſtool earth, my canopy the ſkies.” 

But errs not nature from this gracious end, 
From burning ſuns when livid deaths deſcenld. 
When earthquakes ſwallow, or when tempeſls ſweep 
Towns to one grave, whole nations to the deep? 
No ('us repiy'd), the firſt Almighty Cauſe 
Akts not by partial, but by gen ral laws; 
© Th' exceptions few ; ſome change fince all began. 
And what created perfett ? Why then man ? 

If the great end be human happineſs, 
Then nature deviates; and can man do lefs ! 
As much that end a conſtant courſe requires 
Of ſhow'rs and ſunſhine, as of man's defires : 
As much eternal ſprings and cloudlefs ſkies, 
As men for ever temp'rate, calm, and wiſe. : | 
If plagues or earthquakes break not heav'ns deſign, 2 
Why then a Borgiz, or a Catiline? | 
W ho knows but he, whoſe hand the lightning "0G 
Who heaves old Ocean, and who wings the ftorms ; 

* 
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Pours freſh ambition in a Cæſar's mind, 
Or turns young Ammon looſe to ſcourge mankind ? 
From pride, from pride our very reas'ning ſprings ; 
| Account for moral. as for natura lihings ; 
Why charge we heav'n in thoſe, in theſe acquit ? 
In both, to reaſon right is to ſubmit. 
Better for vs, perhaps, it might appear, 
Were there all harmony, all virtue here; 
That never air or ocean felt the wind; | 
That never paſſion diſcompos'd the mind. 
But AT ſublifls by elemental firife *; 
And paſhons are the elements of life. 
The gen'ral Ox DER, fince the whole began, 
Is kept in nature, and is kept in man” 
VI. What would this man? Now upward will he ſoatz, 
And little leſs than Angel, would be more ? 
Now looking downwards, juſt as griev'd appears 
To want the ſtrength of bulls, the fur of bears. 
Made for his uſe, all creatures if he call. 


| Say what their uſe, bad he the pow'rs of all: 


Nature to theſe, without profuſion kind, 
The proper organs, proper pow'rs algn'd ; 
Here with degrees of ſwiſineſs, there of force: 
All in exact proportion to the ſtate ; = 
ms, apoE * 
„ 3 Each 
2» See this ſubject TG Ep. TR Tron ver. go 
to 112, 155, &c. 


Lu }. 

Each beaſt, each inſect, happy in its own : 
Is heav'n unkind to man, and manalone ? 
Shall he alone, whom rational we call, 
Be with nothi ng, if not bleſs'd with all ? 

Th Mfr (la pid hs ein fc] 
Is not to act or think beyond mankind ; 
No pow'rs of body or of foul to ſhare, 
Why has not man a microſcopic eye ? 
Fer this plain reaſon, man is not a fly. 
Say what the uſe, were finer optics giv n, 
T inſpeft a mite, not comprehend the heav'n ? 
Or touch, if tremblingly alive all o'er, 
To ſmart and agonize at ev'ry pore? 
Or quick effluvia darting thro' the brain, 
Die of a roſe in aromatic pain 7 . 
If nature thunder d in his op' ning ears, 
And ſtunn'd tim with the muſic of the ſpheres, 
How would he wiſh that heav'n had left him lil} 
The whiſp'ring zepbyr, and the purling rill ? 
Who finds not Providence all good and wiſe, 
Alike in what it gives, and what denies ? 


mus bo WMH ern 


. Far as Creation's ample range extends, | 
| The ſcale of ſenſual, mental pow'rs aſcends : 

Mark how it mounts, to man's imperial race, 
From the green myriads in the peopled graſs: 
What modes of fight betwixt each wide extreme, 
The mole's dim curtain, and ihe lynx's beam: 


ao Hd =” ES: > > > 
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And hound ſagacious on the tainted green: 

Of hearing, from the life that fills the flood, 

To that which warbles thro the vernal wood ? 

The ſpider's touch, how exquilitely fine ! 

| Feels at each thread, and lives along the line: 
In the nice bee, what ſenſe ſo ſubtly true 

From pois nous herbs extracts the healing dew ? 


| How inſtin& varies in the grov'ling ſwine, 


Compar d, half-reas'ning elephant, with thine ! 
*Twixt that, and reaſon, what a nice barrier? 
For ever ſep'rate, yet for ever near! 
Remembrance and refleftion how ah d; MA 
And middle natures, how they TY 
Vet never paſs th inſuperable line! 
| Without this juſt gradations could they be 
| Subjefted, theſe to thoſe, or all to thee ? 

Ihe pow'rs of all fubdu'd'by thee alone, 

Is not thy reaſon all theſe pow'rs in one ? 


VIII. See, thro? this air, this ocean, and this earth, 


All matter quick, and burſling into birth. 
Above, how high, progreſſive life may go! 
Around, how wide! how deep extend below? 
Vaſt chain of Being ! which from God began, 
| 83 from Infinite to bes, 
Vol. II. 3. B 
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From thee to Nothing. On ſuperior pow rs 
Were we to preſs, inferior might on ours: 
Or in thefull creation leave a void, 
Where, one ſiep broken, the great ſcale's deſlroy d: 
From nature's chain whatever link you ſlrike, 
Tenth, or ten thoufandth, breaks the chain alike, 
Alike eſſential to th amazing whole, 
The leaſt confuſion but in one, not all 
That fyſlem only, but the whole muſt fall. 
| Planets and ſuns run lawleſs thro' the ſky ; ; 
Let ruling Angels from their ſpheres be hurl d, 
Being on being wreck'd, and world on world; 
| Heav'n's whole foundations to their center nod, 
And nature trembles to the throne of God. 


All this dread Oa DEA break—for whom ? for thee ? | 


Vile worm !—oh madneſs! pride! impiety ! 

IX, What if the foot, ordain'd the duſt to tread, 
Or hand, to toil, afpir'd to be the head ? 
What if the head, the eye, or car repin'd 
To ſerve mere engines to the ruling mind: 

Juſt as abſurd for any part to claim 
Tobe another, in this gen'ral frame: 
Juſt as abſurd. to mourn the taſks or pains 
The great diretling Mix» of ALL ordains, 
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All are but parts of one ſtupendous whole, 
Whoſe body nature is, and God the ſoul; 
That, chang'd thro? all, and yet in all the ſame; 
Great in the earth, as inth* zthereal frame; 
Warms in the ſun, refreſhes in the breeze, 
Glows in the ſtars, and bloſſoms in the trees, - 
| Lives thro” all life, extends thro! all extent, 
Spreads undivided, operates unſpent ; 

' Breathes in our ſoul, informs our mortal part, 
As full, as petſett, in a hair as heartz 
As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns, 
Ta him no high, no low, no great, no ſmall; 
He fills, he bounds, connetts, and equals all. 
X. Ceaſe then, nor Ozven Imperfection name: 
Our proper bliſs depends on what we blame. 
Know thy own point this kind, this due degree 
Oft blindneſs, weakneſs, Heav'n beſtows ou thee, 
Submit. In this, or any other ſphere, 
Secure to be as bleſt as thou canſt bear: 
Safe in the hand of one diſpoſing Pow'r, 
Or in the natal, ar the mortal hour. , © 
All nature is but art, unknown to thee ; | 
All chance, direction, which thou canſt not fee 3 
All partial evil, univerſal good: 
And, ſpite of pride, in erring reaſon's ſpite, 
ons ab inches, Wuarxvzs 15, Is RIGHT. = 
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i | EPISTLE II. 
I. E NOW then thyſelf, prefume not God to ſcan, 
The proper ſiudy of maukind is man, 

| Plac'd in this ifthmus of a middle flate, 
A Being darkly wiſe, and rudely great: 

He hangs between; in doubt to abt, or reſi; 

In doubt to deem himſelf a God, or beaſt; 

In doubt his mind or body to prefer 
Born but to qi and reas'ning but to err; 

Alike in ignorance his reaſon fuch, 
| Whether he thinks too little, or too much; 
Chaos of thought and paſſion, all confus'd; 
Still by himſelf abus d, or diſabus'd ; 
Created half to riſe, and half to fall; 
| Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all; 

Sole judge of truth, in endleſs error hurl'd : 

The glory, jeft, and riddle of the world! 


* 


Go, wond' rous creature! mount where ſcience guides, : 


Inſtruftthe planets in what orbs to run, £23 
Corrett old Time, and regulate the ſun; 

Go, ſoar with Plato, to th' empyreal ſphere, 

To the firlt good, ficlt perfekt, and firſt far; 
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Or tread the mazy round his follow'rs trod; 
And quitting ſenſe call imitating God; 
As Eaſtern prieſts in giddy circles run, 
And turn their heads to imitate the ſun. 
Go, teach Eternal Wiſdom how to rule— 
Then drop into thyſelf, and be a fool! 
Superior beings, oben of lat they ſaw 
A mortal man unfold all nature's law, 
Admir'd ſuch wiſdom in an earthly ſhape, 
And ſhew'd a NzwrTon as we ſhew an ape. 
Could he, whoſe rules the rapid Comet bind, 
Deſcribe or fix one movement of his mind? = 
Who ſaw its fires here riſe, and there deſcend, 


" Explain his own beginning, ar his end ? 


Alas, what wonder! man's ſuperior part 
Vacheck'd may riſe, and climb from art to art; 
But when his own great work is but begun, 
Firſt a fiip ofull er oquigage of aide; 
Deduft what is but vanity, or Crefs, 

Or learning's luxury, or idleneſs ; 

Or tricks to ſhew the ſtretch of human brain, 
Mere curious pleaſure, or ingenious pain 
Expunge the whole, 22 excrrrem pans 
Of all our vices have created arts ; 

Then ſee how little the remaining ſum, 
6 and muſt the time to come! 
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TI. Two principles in human nature reign ; 
Self. love, to urge, and reaſon, to reſtrain; 
Nor this a good, nor that a bad we call, 
Each works its end, to move or govern all : 
And to their proper operation ſtill, 
Aſcribe all good, to their improper, ill. 

Self-love, the ſpring of motion, acts the ſoul ; 
Reaſon's comparing balance rules the whole. 
Man, but for that, no action could attend, 
And, but for this, were aftive to no end: 
Fix'd like a plant on his peculiar ſpot, 
To draw nutrition, propagate, and rot; 
Or, meteor-like, flame lawleſs thro” the void, 
Deſtroying others, by himſelf dellroy'd. 
— it prompts, impeks, inſpires 
Sedate and quiet, the comparing e, 
Form'd but to check, delib'rate, and adviſe. 
Self- love flil! ficonger, as its objects nigh: 
Reafon's at diſtance, and in profpett lie: 
That ſces immediate good by preſent ſenſe ; 
Reaſon, the future and the conſequence. 
Tuicker chan arguments, tewptations throng, 


At beſt more watchful this, but that more firong. 


The action of the ſirenget io ſuſpend, 

Reaſon £:!] uſe, to reaſon fall attend. 
Atltcriion, habit and experience gains; 

Each Atergthens reefon, and ſellſ- love reflrains 


Let 
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Let fut:le ſchoolmen teach theſe friends to fight, 
More ſtudious to divide than to unite ; 
And grace and virtue, ſenſe and reaſon pt, 
With all the raſh dexterity of wit. 
W its, juſt like fool, at war about a name, 
Have full as oft no meaning, or the ſame, 
Self-love and reaſon to one end aſpire, 
Pain their averhon, pleaſure their deſire; 


4" But greedy That, its object wouid devour, 


This taſte the honey, and not wound the flower; 

Pleaſure, or wrong or rightly uuderſtood, 

Our gang, or our greateſt good. | 
III. Modes of ſelf-· love the pallions we may call: 

'Tis real good, or ſeeming, moves them all: 


And reaſon bids us for our own provide; 8 8 
Paſſions, tho' ſelfiſh, if their means be fair, 
Liſt under reaſon, and deſerve ner care; 


* Thoſe, that imparted, court a nobler aim, 


Exalt their kind, and take ſome virtue's name. 
In lazy Apathy let Stoics boaſt 


Their vious God; is fn'd en in 6 fold; 


Contracted all, retiring to the breaſt ; | 

But flrengih of mind is exerciſe not reft : 
The riſing tempeſt puts in act the ſoul, 

Parts it may ravage, but preſerves the whole. 
On life's vaſt ocean diverſely we fail; 
Reaſon the card, but paſſion is the gale; 


E 
Nor God alone in the ſlill calm we find, 

Paſſions, like elements, tho” born to fight, 
Yet, mix'd and ſoften'd, in his work unite : 
Theſe, tis enough to temper and employ ; 

But what compoſes man, can man deſtroy ? 
Suffice that reafon keep to nature's road, 

Subjeft, compound them, follow her and God. 
Hate, fear, and grief, the family of pain, 
Theſe mix'd with art, and to due bounds confin'd, 
Make and maintain the balance of the mind : 

The lights and ſhades, whoſe well-accorded firife 
Gives all the ſtrength and colour of our life. | 
Pleaſures are ever in our hands or eyes; 

And when, in aft, they ceaſe, in proſpett, riſe : 
Preſent to graſp, and future ſtill to find, 

The whole employ of body and of mind. 

All fpread their charms, but charm not all alike ; 
As ſtrong or weak the organs of the frame ; | 
And hence one MasTzrx Pass io inthe breaft, 
Like Aaron's ſerpent, ſwallows up the reſt. | 
Receives the Jurking principle of death ; 

The young diſeaſe, that muſt ſubdue at length, 


So, 


Grows with his growth, and ſtrengthens with his ſtrength: 


2 
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$9, caſt and mingled with his very frame, 
The mind's diſeaſe, iS RULING PASSION came; 


Each vital hummur which ſhould feed the whole, 
Soon flows to this, in body and in foul : 
Whatever war:ns the heart, or lilis the head, 


J And pours it all upon he peccant part. 


Nature its mother, habit is its nurſe ; 
Wit, ſpirit, faculties but make it worſe; 
Reaſon itſelf but gives it edge and por; 


| As Heaven's bleſt beam turns vinegar more four, 


We, wretched ſubjects though to lawful ſway. 
In this weak queen, ſome fav'rite {Ell obey ; 
Ah! if ſhe lend not arms, as well as rules, 


What can ſhe more than tell us we ate fools ? 

Teach us to mourn our nature, not to mend, 
I. A ſharp accuſer, but a helpleſs friend! 

Or from a judge turn pleader, to perſuade 


The choice we make, or juſlify it made; 
Proud of an eaſy conqueſi all along, 


She but removes weak paltions for the ilrong. 
So, when ſmall humours gather to a gout, 


The doftor fancies he has driv'n them ont. 
Yes, nature's road muſt ever be preferr'd ; 
Reaſon is here no guide, but fill a guad; 
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"Tis hers to rettify, not overthrow, 
And treat this paſſion more as friend than ſo:: 
A mightier Pow the ſlrung direttion ſends,. 
And ſev'ral men impels to ſev ral ends: 
Like varying winds, by other palſ;»vs oft, 
This drives then conſtant to a certain couſt. 
Let pow'r or knowledge, gold or glory, pleaſe, 
Or (oft more ſtrong than all) the love of eaſe ; 
 Thro' life tis follow'd, ev'n at life's expence; 
The merchant's toil. the fage's indolence, 
The monk's humility, the hero's pride, 
All, all alike, find reaſon on their ſide. 
Tu thus the mercury of man is find, 
| Strong grows tha virtue with his nature mix d; 
T be drofs cements what elſe were too refin'd, 
And in one int'reſt body acts with mind. 
As fruits, ungrateful to the planter's care, 
On ſavage flocks inſerted learn to bear; 
The ſureſt virtues thus from paſſions ſhoot, 
Wild nature's vigor working at the root. 
What corps of wit and honeſly appear 
From ſpleen, from obſtinacy, hate, or fear? 
See anger, zeal and fortitude ſupply ; 
Ex'n av'rice, prudence ; floth, philoſophy ; 
I uft, thro' ſome certain ftrainers well retin'd, 
Is gentle love, and charms all womankind ; 


Envy 
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Envy, to which th! ignoble mind's a ſlave, 
Is emulation in the learn'd or brave; 

Thus nature gives us (let it check our pride) 
The virtue neareſt toour vice ally'd : 
Reafon the bias turns from good to il, 

And Nero reigns a Titus if he will. 

The fiery ſoul abhorr'd in Catiline, 
In Neciuscharms, in Curtius is divine: 
| And makes a patriot as it makes a knave. = 

| — 
ROE Ge e u 

Dantes | 

| Fooks! went nas, eee 
| That vice or virtue there is none at all. 
4 Athouſand ways, is there no black or white ? 
In to miſtake them, colts the time and pain. 
| Vice is a monſter of ſo frightful mien, 
| Astobe hated, needs but to be ſeen ; 


* 


ver 


„ 
Yet ſeen too of, familiar with her face, 
We firſt endure, then pity, them embrace. 
| But where th' extreme of vice, was ne er agreed: 
Aſk where's the North P at York, tis on the Tweed; 
In Scotland, at the Orcades ; and there, 
At Greenland, Zembla, or the Lord knows where. 
No creature owns it in the firſt degree, 
But think.z his neighbour farther gone than he; 
Ev'n thoſe who dwell beneath its very zone, 
Or never feel the rage, or never own ; 
W hat happier natures ſhrink at with affright, 
The hard inhabitant contends is right. 
Virtuous and vicious ev'ry man muſt be, 
Few in th' extreme, but all in the degree: 
The rogue and fool, by fits is fair and wiſe ; 
Andev'n the beſt, by fits, what they deſpiſe. 
*Tis but by parts we follow good or ill; 
For, vice or virtue, ſelf diretis it ſtill; 
Each individual ſeeks a ſev*ral goal; 
But Hzeav'x's great view is One, and that the Whole, 
That counterworks each folly and caprice; 
That diſappoints th* effects of ev'ry vice; 
That, happy frailties to all ranks apply'd ; 
Shame to the virgin, to the matron pride. 
Fear to the ſtateſinan, ra{hneſs to the chief, 
To kings preſumption, and to crowds belief : 
Which ſecks no int'ceſt, no reward but praiſe; 
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And build on wants, and on defefts of wind, 


The joy, the peace, the glory of manki d. 


Heav 'n forming each on other to depend, 


A maſter, or a ſervant, or a friend, 
Bids each on other for aſſiſtance call, 


Till one man's weakneſs grows the ſtrength of all. 


The commonim'reſt, or endear the tie. 
To theſe we owe true ſriendſhip, love ſincere, 


Yet from the ſame we learn, in its decline, 
Thoſe joys, thoſe loves, thoſe int'refls to reſign; 


ade or ade at my jos ou. . 
—— | 
The learn'd is happy natureto explore, 
The fool is happy that he knows no more: 
The rich is happy in the plenty giv'n, | 
The poor contents him with the care of heav'n. 
See the blind beggar dance, the cripple hug, 

The fn a hens, mm ; 

Supremely bleſt, tome lberk. 

See ſome ſtrange comfort ev ry ſtate atten], 


And pride beſtow'd on all, a common friend: 


See ſome fit paſſion ev'ry age ſupply, 
Hope travels thro', nor quits us when we die. 


Vol. II. 3. C Bci 


„„ 
Behold the child, by nature's kindly law, 
Pleas'd with a rattle, tickled with a ſtraw: 
A little louder, but as empty quite? 
Scarfs, garters, gold, amuſe his riper ſlage, 
And beads and pray r- books arethe toys of age 
Pieas'd with this bauble ſtill, as that before 
Till tir'd he fleeps, and life's poor play is o'er. 
| Thoſe painted clouds that beautify our days; 
Each want of happineGs by hope ſupply'd, 
And each vacuity of ſenſe by pride: 
Theſe build as faſt as knowledge can deſtroy ; 
In folly's cup flill laughs the bubble joy; 
And not a vanity is given in vain: 5 
Ev'n mean ſelf-· love becomes, by force divine, 
The ſcale to meaſure others wants by thine. = 
See! and confeſs, one comfort ſlill muſt riſe ; 
*Tis this, Tho' man's a fool, yet Gop 1s wisz. 
a _ EPISTLE III. 
T TERE then wereſt: © The Univerſal Cauſe - 
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Adds to one end, but acts by various laws.” 


In alt the madneſs of ſuperfluous health, 


® Becauſe wealth pretends to be wiſdom, wit, learn- 
ing, honeſty, and, in ſhort, all the virtues in their turns. 


N - 
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Let this great truth be preſent night and day: 
But moſt be preſent, if we preach or pray. 1 
| Look round our world, behold the chain of love | 
Combining. all below and all above. 


See plaſtic nature working to this end, 


The fingle toms exch to other tend, 


attrafted to, the next in place 
Form d and impell'd its neighbour to embrace. 
n with various life endu'd, 
405 e eee 
Like bubbles on the ſea of matter borne, 
They riſe, they break, and to that ſea return. 
Nothing is foreign ; parts relate to whole ; 
One all-extending, all- preſerving ſoul 
Connetts each being, aner 
1 ane - 
All ferv'd, all ſerving : nothing ſtands alone ; 
The chain holds on, and where it ends, unknown. 
Has God, thou fool ! work'd ſolely for thy good. 
For him as kindly ſpreads the flow'ry lawa : 
Is it for thee the lark aſcends and fings ? 
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Is it for thee the linnet pours his throat ? 
Loves of his own and raptures {well the note, 
The bounding ſleed you pompouſly befiride, 
1. thine alone the ſeed that firews the plan? 
The birds of heav'n ſhall vindicate their grain. 
Thine the full harveſt of the golden year ? 
Fart pays, and juſtly, the deſerving fleer 3 
Lives on the labours of this Lord of all. 
Know, nature's children M divide her care; 
'The fur that warms a monarch, warm'd a bear. 


Vi hile man cxclaims, See all things for my uſe ? 
See man for mine! replies a pamper d gooſe; _ 


And juit as ſhort of reaſon he mull fall, | 
Who thinks all made for one, not one for all. 


Grant that the pow'rful flill the weak controul ; 


Be men the wit, ard tyrant of the whole : 
Nature that tyrant checks; he only knows, 
And helps, another ereature's wants and woes. 
Say, will the falcon, ſtooping from above, 
Smit with her varying plumage, ſpare the dove F 
Admires the jay the inſc@'s gilded wings ? 
Or hears the hawk when Philomela fings ? 

Man cares for all : to birds he gives his woods, 
To beaſts his paſlures, and to fiſh his floods: 
For ſome h's int'reſt prompis him to provide, 
For more bis pleaſure, yet for more his pride: 
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All feed on one vain Patron, and enjoy 
Th' extenſive bleſſing of his luxury, 

He faves from famine, and the ſavage ſaves; 
Nay, feaſts the animal he dooms his feaſt, 

And, till he ends the being, makes it bleſt; 
Which ſees no more the firoke, nor feels the pain, 
The creature had his feaſt of life before ; | 

Thou too muſt periſh, when thy feaſt is o'er ! 

To each unthinking being, heav'n a friend, 

| Gives not the uſeleſs knowledge of its end: 

Io man imparts it; but with ſuch a vier, 
As, while he dreads it, makes him hope it too; 
The hour conceal'd and fo remote the fear, 

| Great ſlanding miracle! that heav'n aſſign d. 
Its only thinking thing this turn of mind. | 
II. Whether with reaſon, or wich iuſlinẽt bleft,. 
Know, all enjoy that pow'r which ſuits them beſt: 
To bliſs alike by that direttion tend, 
And find the means — Gund. 
Say, where full inſtinf is th' unerring guide, 
What Pope or Council can they need befde? 
Reaſon, however able, cool at beſt, 
Cares not for ſervice, „ | 
Stays till we call, and then not often near; 
W 0 
a C3 | Sure 
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Sure ne'er to o'er-ſhoot, but juſt to hit 3 

While flill too wide or ſhort is human wit 

Sure by quick nature happineſs to gain, = 
Which heavier reaſun labours at in vaim 

This too ferves always, reaſon never long: 
One muſt go right, the other may go wrong, 
See then the acting and comparing pow'rs 

One in their nature, which ate two in ours; 

And reaſon raiſe o'er inſtinct as you can, 
Ia this tis God direfls, in that tis man. 
Who taught the nations of the field and wood 

To ſhun their poiſon, and to chuſe their food; 
Preſcient, the tides or tewpeſls to withſtand, 
Build on the wave, or arch beneath the ſand ? 
Who bid the ſtock, Columbus-like, explore 
Heav'hs not his own, and worlds unknown before ? 
Who calls the council, ſtates che. certain day, 
W ho forms the phalanx, and who points the way ? 
III. Cod, inthe nature of each being, ſounds. 
lis proper bliſs, and ſets its-proper bounds : 

But as he fram'd a whole, the whole to bleſs, 
On mutual wants built mutual happineſs : | 

So from the firlt, eternal Ox on x ran, 

And creature link'd to creature, man to man. 
| Whare'er of life all quick'ning ether keeps, 

Ot breathes ihro' air, or-ſhoots beneath the detps, 
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The vital flame, and ſwells the genial ſeeds. 
Not man alone, but all that roam the wood, 
Or wing the ſky, or roll along the flood, 

Each loves itſelf, but not itſelf alone, 

Each ſex defires alike, till two are one. 
Nor ends the pleaſure with the fierce embrace; 
Vin ne eps Gs wn as. 


The auld andihe fires defend ; 
The young diſmifs'd to wander earth or air, 
The link diſſulves, each ſeeks a freſh embrace, 


A longer care man's helplefs kind demands; 
That langer care contrafts more laſting bands; 
Wich choice we fix, with ſympathy we burn ; 
Each virtue in each paſſion takes its turn; 


in new tells. tee lint, 


That graft benevolence on charities. 

Still as one brood, andas another roſe, 

| Theſe nat'ral love maintain d, habitual theſe : 
The lait ſcarce ripen'l into perfect man, 
Sa helpleſs him from their life began: 
Mem'ry and fore<caft juſt returns engage, 
That pointed back to youth, this on to age; 


Q 
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While pleafure, gratitude, and hope, combin'd, 
Still fpread the intreft, and preferv'd the kind. 


IV. Nor think, in xaTuRE's STATE they blindly trod; 


The flate of nature was the reign of Cod: 
Self-love and ſocial at her birth began, 
Union the bond of all things, and of man. 
Pride then was not; nor arts, that pride to aid; 
Man walk'd with beaſt, joint tenant of the ſhade : 
The fame his table, and the ſame his bed; 
No murder cloath'd him, and no murder fed. 
In the ſame temple, the reſounding wood, 
All vocal beings hymn'd their equal God: 
The ſhrine with gore unſtain'd, wich gold undreſt, 
Unbrib'd, unbloody, ſtood the blameleſs prieſt: 
 Heav'n''s attribute was Univerſal Care, 
And man's prerogative to rule, but ſpare. 
Ah! how unlike the man of times to come! 
Of half that live the butcher and the tomb; 
Who, foe to nature, hears the gen ral groan, _ 
 Andev'ry death its own avenger breeds; 
Aud turn'd on man a fiercer ſavage, man. 

See him from nature riſing flow to art! 
To copy inſtin@ then was reaſon's part; 
Thus then to man the voice of nature fpake— 
Go, from the creatures thy inflcuftions take: 
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© Learn from the birds what food the thickets yield; 
Learn from the beaſts the phy ſic of the field; 
Thy arts of building from the bee receive; 
Learn of the mole to plow, the wurm to weave ; 
Learn of the little Nautilus to fail, 
© Spread the thin oar, or catch the driving gale, 
© Here too all fortns of ſocial union find, 

„And hencelet reaſon, late, inflrift mankind: - 
Here ſubterranean works and cities fee ; 
| * There towns ac val on the waving tree. 

Learn each ſmall people's genius, policies, 
© The Ant's republic, and the realm of Bees 4 | 
How thoſe in common all their weaith beſtow, 
© And Anarchy without confuhon know ; 


I | And theſe for ever, tho' a Monarch reigns 


Their ſep rate cells and properties maintain. 
Mark what unvary'd laws preſerve each late, 
\ * Laws wiſe as nature, andas fix'd as fite. 
In vain thy reaſon finer webs ſhail draw, 
Entangle juſtice in her net of law, 
And right, too rigid, harden into wrong; 
+ Still for the ſlrong too weak, the weak too ſtrong. 
| © Yet go! and thus ofer all the creatures ſway, 
+ Thus let the wiſer make the reſt obey ; 
& And for thoſe arts mere inſtint could afford, 
* Be crown'd as monarchs, or as Gods ador'd.* 
V. Great nature ſpoke; obſervant man obey'd ; 
| Cities were built, ſocieties were made: 
Hero 
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Here roſe one little ſtate; another near 
Grew by like means, and join'd, thro' love or fear. 
And there the ſtreams in purer rills deſcend ? 
What war could raviſh, commerce could beſtow, 
And he return d a friend, who came a foe. 
| When love was liberty and nature law*, 
Thus ftates were form d; the name of king unknown, 
Till common int'reſt plac'd the ſway in one. | 
Tas VIRTUE ONLY (or in arts or arms, | 
Diffufing bleſſings, or averting harms), . 
- The fame which in a fire, the ſons obey'd, 
A prince the father of a peaple made. 
2 Till then, by Narure crown'd, each Patriarch bs | 
King, _-_ and operant". Nom 
Shekr tne hiv apa, their oracle his tongue, 
He from the wond' ring furrow call'd the food, 
Taught to command the fire, controul the flood, 


Till 
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* That is, when men had no need to guard their | 
native liberty from their governor by civil pattions ; the | 
love which each maſter of a family had or thoſe under 
| tis care being tler beft ſecurity. i 


Io in could fear in God; and underflood 
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Till drooping, fick'ning, dying they began 


Whom they rever'das God to mourn as man: 
| Then, looking up from fire to fire, explor d 
One great Firſt Father, and that firſt ador'd. 
Or plain tradition, that this All begun, 
Convey'd unbroken faith from fire to ſon; 
The Worker from the work diſtinct was known, 


And fimple reaſon never ſought but one: 


* Ere wit oblique had broke that ſleady light, 


| Man, like his Maker, faw that all was wrightz | 


To virtue, in the paths of pleaſure trod, 


And ound a Father when he own'd God. 


Lovs all the faith, and all th' allegiance then; 
For nature knew no right divine in men. 


A fov'reign being but a ſov'reign good. 

(True faith. true policy, united ran.) 

That was but love of God, and this of man.” 
> Who firſt taught ſouls enſlav'd, and realms undone, 


| TW enormous faith of many made for one; 


That proud exception to all nature's laws, | 
T invert the world, and counterwork its cauſe ? 


| Force firſt made conqueſt, and that conqueſt law; 


Till ſuperſtition taught the tyrant awe, . 
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A beautiful allufion to the effects of a priſmatic 
glaſs on the rays of light. 
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Then ſhar's the tyranny, then lent it ad, 
And Gods of Conqu'rors, Slaves of Subjefis made : 
| She *midlt the light'ning's blaze, and thunder's found, 1 
W ben rock' d che mountains, aud when groan d the ground, | 3 
She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray, 
To pow'r unſeen, and mightier far than they: 
Saw Gods deſcend, and fiends infernal riſe : 
Here fix'd the dreadful, there the bleſt abades ; 
Fear made her devils, and weak hope her Gods ; 
Whole attributes were rage, revenge, or luſt; 
Such as the ſouls of cowards might conceive, 
And, form'd like tyrants, tyrauts would believe. 
Zeal then, not charizy, became the gude; l 
And heav'n was built on ſpite, and heav'n on ptide s. , 
Then facred ſeem'd th* ethereal vault no more; 
Altars grew marble then, and reck'd with gore: 3 
Then firſt the Flamen taſling living food ; „ 
Next his grim idol near d wich human blodz ] 
Which heav'u's own thunders ſhook the world below, 
So drives Self-love, theo” zul, and thro' unjuſt, 
To one man's pow'r, ambition, lucre, luſt; 


— 
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His might be very well ſaid of thoſe times, when no 
one was content to go to heaven without being — | 
on a Ay God. 


TW I 
'For what one likes, if others like as well, 
How ſhall he keep, what, Nleeping or awake, 
A weaker may ſurptize, a ſtronger take ?- 
His ſafety muſt his liberty reflramn ; 


Al join to guard what each deſires to gain. 


Forc'd into virtue thus by ſelf-defence, 
'Ev'n kings learnt juſtice and benevolence 2: 
Selſ-love forſook the path it firſt purſu'd, 


| And ound the private in the public good. 


Twas then, the ſtudious head or gen'rous mind, 
Follow'r of God or friend of human-kind, 
Poet or patriot, roſe but to reflore 

The faith and moral, nature gave before; | 
Reſum' d her ancient light, not kindled new : 
If not God's image, yet his ſhadow drew: 


Tz Taught pow'r's due uſe to people and to kings; 


Taught not to flack, nor firain its tender ſtrings, 
The lefs, or greater, ſet fo juſtly true, 
TI OO 

'Th' according muſic. of a well-mix'd ſtate, 
Suzk bs he wendy gen hannany, that ſprings 
From order, union, full conſent of things : 
Where ſmall and great, whoa cd cider weld 
To ſerve, not ſuffer, 6 not iuvade: 5 4 
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Draw to one point, and to one center bring 
Beaſt, man, or angel, ſervant, lord, or king. 
For forms of government let fools conteſt ; 
| Whate'er is belt adminiſter d is beſt : 
For modes of faith let graceleſs zealots fight ; 
His can't be wrong whoſe life is in the right: 
But all mankind's concers is charity : 
All mult be falſe that thwart this one great end 3 
And, all of God, that bleſs mankind or mend. 
Man, like the gen rous vine, ſupported lives; 
The firength he gains is from th* embrace he gives. 
Yet make at once their circle round the ſun : 
Thus God and nature link'd the gen'ral frame, 
And bade ſelf- love and ſocial be the fame, 


H HarrirzEss ! our being's end and aim, 


For which we bearto live, ordare to die, | 
Which {till fo near us, yet beyond us lies, 
O'erlook'd, ſeen double, by che fool, and wiſe, 
Plant of celeſtial feed ! if dropt below, _ 
Say, in what mortal foil thou dergn'it to grow? 
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Good, pleaſure, eaſe, content! whate er thy name: 8 


Fair 
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Fair op ning to ſome court's propitious ſhine, 
Or deep with di'monds in the flaming mine ? 
Twin' d with the wreaths Parnaſſian laurels yield, 
 Orreap'din iron harveſts of the ficld ? 
Where grows ?—where grows it not ? IF vain our toil 
We ought to blame the culture, not the ſoil ; 
Fix'd to no ſpot is happineſs fincere, 
Tis no where to be found, or ev'ry where: 

Tis never to be bought, but always free, 
| And fled from monarchs, St. John! dvells with thee. 
| Aſk of the learn'd the way ? The learn'd are blind ; 
| This bidsto ſerve, and that toſhun mankind ; 
Some place the bliſs in action, ſome in eaſe, 
Thoſe call it pleaſure, and contentment theſe; 
Some ſunk to beaſts, find pleaſure end in pan; 
Some ſwell'd to Gods, confeſs ev'n virtue vain ; 
Or indolent, to each extreme thev fall, 
To truſt in ev'ry thing, or doubt of all. 

Who thus define it, ſay they more or leſs 
Then this, that happineſs is happineſs ? 
Take nature's path, and mad opinion's leave; 
All lates can reach it, and all heads conceive 3 
| - Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell ; 
Remember, man, the Univerſal Cauſe 
dats: ard | 
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And makes what happineſs we juſlly call; 
Subſiſt, not in the good of one, but all. 
There's not a bleſſing individuals find, 

| But ſome way leans and hearkens to the kind 
No bandit fierce, no tyrant mad with pride, 

No cavern'd hermit reils ſelf-ſatisfy'd : 

Who moſl to ſhun or hate mankind pretend, 
Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend: 
Abſtract what others feel, what others think, 
All pleaſures ficken, and all glories fink: 
Each has his ſhare ; and who would more obtain, 
Shall find, the pleaſure pays not half the pain. 

| OrDver is heav'n's firſt law; and this confelt, 


More rich, more wiſe ; but who infers from hence 


That ſuch are happter, ſhocks all common ſenſe. 
Heav'n to mankind impartial we coufeſs, 

IF all are equal in their happ.nefz : 
But mutual wants this happineſs increaſe, 
All nature's dil rence keeps all nature's peace. 
Condition, circumſtance is not the thing: 

Bliſs is the ſame in ſubj<Q or in king, 

In him who is, or him who finds a friend: 


Heav'n breathes thro” ev'ry member of the whole 


One common bleſſing, as one common foul. 
But fortune's gifis if each alike poſſeſt, 
And each were aqual, mult not all conteſt ? _ 


If 
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If then to all men happineſs was meant, 
God in externals could not place content. 
Fortune her gifts may variouſly diſpoſe, 
And theſe be happy call'd, unhappy thoſe ; 
But heav'n's juſt balance equal will appear, 
While thoſe are plac'd in hope, and theſe in fear : 
Not preſent good or ill, the joy or curſe, 
But future views of better, or of worſe. 
Oh ſons of earth! attempt ye ſtill to riſe, 
By mountains pil'd on mountains, to the ſkies? 
Heav'n ftill with laughter the vain toil ſurveys, 
Know, all the good that individuals find, 


| Reaſon's whole pleaſure, all the joys of ſenſe, 
But health conſiſts in temperance alone; 

And peace, oh virtue! peace is all thy on. 
But theſe If taſte them, as they worſe obtain. 


Of vice or virtue, whether bleſt or curſt, 

Count all th advantage profp'rous vice attains, 

"Tis but what virtue flies from and difdains : 

| And grant the bad what happineſs they wou'd, 

One they muſt want, whuch is to paſs for god. 
D3 Oh 
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Who fancy bliſs to vice, to virtue woe ! 

Who ſees and follows that great ſcheme the beſt, 
Beſt knows the bleſſing, and will moſt be bleſt. 
But fools the good alone unhappy call, 

For ills or accidents that chance to all. 

See god-like Turenne proſtrate on the duſt ! 
Was this their virtue, or contempt of life ? 


4 Say, was it virtue, more tho” heav'n ne'er gave, | 


Lamented Digby / ſunk thee to the grave? 
Tell me, if virtue made the ſon expire, 
Why, full of days and honor, lives the fire ? 


on blind to truth, and God's whole ſcheme below; 


Why drew Marſeilles“ good biſhop purer breath, 
When nature ficken'd, and each gale was death ? 


Or why ſo long (in life if long can be) 
Lent heav'n a parent to the pocr and me ? 
What makes all phy fical or moral ill ? 
There deviates nat ire, and h re wanders will. 
God ſends not ill; if cighily underſtood, 

Or partial ill is univerfal good. 
Or change admits, or nature lets it fall; 
Short, and but rare, till man imprcv'd it all. 
We jult as wiſely might of nzay'n complain, 
That riz-hteous Abel was dellroy'a by Cain, 
As that the virtuous ſon is ill at eaſe 

When his lewd father gave the dire diſeaſe, 
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Think we like ſome weak prince, th' Eternal Cauſe, 
Prone for his fav'cites to reſerve his laws p 

Shall burning Etna, if a ſage requires, 

Forget to thunder, and recall her fires ? 

On air or ſoa new motions be impreſt, . 
Oh blameleſs Bethel! to relieve thy breaſt ? 

When the looſe mountain trembles from on high, 
Shall gravitation ceaſe, if you go by ? | 

Or ſome old temple, nodding to itsfali, 

For Chartres head reſerve the hanging wall 7 
But fill this world (fo fitted for the knave} 
Contents us not. A better ſhall we have ? 

A kingdom of the juſt then let it be: 
| The good muſt merit God's peculiar care; 
One thinks on Calvin heav'n's own ſpirit tell ; 
Another deems him inſtrument of hell; 

If Calvin feel heav'n's ble ſſing, or its rod, 
This cries there is, and that, there is no God. 


What ſhocks one part will edify the reſt, 


Nor wich one ſyſtem can they all be bleſt. 
The very belt will varioully incline, 
And what rewards your virtue, puniſh mine. 


WHATEVER is, Is RIGHT,—This world, — 
Was made for Cafar—but for Titus too: 


And which more bleſt ? who chain'd his country, lays 
Or he whoſe virtue d io loſe a day ? 


+ But 
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© But ſometimes virtue ſtarves, while vice is fed. 
What then? ls the reward of virtue bread ? 
That, vice may merit, dis the price of toil: 
The knave deſerves it, when he tills the ſoil, 


The good. man may be weak, be 1ndolent ; 
Nor is his claim to plenty, but content. 
But grant him riches, your demand is o'er? 


* No—ſhall the good want health, the good want pow'r ?* 


Why bounded-pow'r ? why private ?' why no king ? 
© Nay, why external for internal giv'n ? 

Why is not man a God, and earth a heav'n ? 

God gives enough, while he has more to give: 
Immenſe the pow r, immenſe were the demand: 

Say, at what part of nature will they fland ? 

The foul's calm fan-ſhine,. and the heart · ſelt joy, 
W - 5a fix, 
3 or truth a gown). 

Or public ſpirit its great cure, a crown. 

Weak, foolith man! will heav'n reward us there, 
Wiuh the fame traſh mad mortals wiſh for here ? 
Yet figh'ft thou now for apples and for cakes ? 
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One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade: 


V 
Go, like the Indian, in another life 
Expett thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife: 


As well as dream ſuch trifles are aſſign'd, 


Rewards, that either would to virtue bring 
No joy, or be deſtruttive of the thing: 
How oft by theſe at ſixty are undone 

The virtues of a ſaint at twenty one ! 


Io whom can riches give repute or truſt, 


Content, or pleaſure, but the good and juſt 7 


Eſteem and love were never to be fold. | 
Oh fool! to think God hates the worthy mind, 


The lover and the love of human kind, 


Whole life is healthful, and whoſe conſcience clear, 


Becauſe he wants a thouſand pounds a year. 


Honor and ſhame from no condition riſe : 


Att well. your part, there all the honor lies. 
Fortune in men has ſome ſmall difffrence made, 

The cobler apron'd, and the parſon gown'd, 

The friar hooded, and the monarch” crown'd,. 
6. What differ more (you cry) than crown and cowl ?*- 
Fll tell you, friend; a wiſe man and a fool. 


You'll fad, if once the monarch atts the monk, . 


Or, cobler-like, the parſon will be drunk, 
Worth makes the man, and want of it, the fellow; 
Ihe reſt is all but leather and prunello. 
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Stuck o er with titles, aud hung round with ſtring 
That thou may ſi be by kings, or whores of kings. 
Boaſt the pure blood of an illuſtrious race, 
In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece: + 
But by your father's worth if your's you rate, 
Go! if your ancient, ben nets dikes 
ie 
Nor own, your fathers have been fools ſo long · 
What can ennoble ſots, or ſlaves, or cowards ? 
Alas ! not all the blood of all he Howazvs 
Look next on greatneſs; lay where greatneſs lies, 
* When, but cnmgtedencs nll the with? 
Heroes are much the ſame, the poin'ts 
From Madedonia's madman to the 5 
The whole ſtrange purpoſe of their lives, to find 
Or make an enemy of all mankind ! Z 
Not one looks backward, onward ſtill he goes, 
| Yet ne er looks forward further than his noſe. 
No lefs alike the politic and wile ; 
ELK ne bl on dares 
Not that themſelves are wiſe, but others weak. 
But grant that thoſe can conquer, theſe can cheat 3 
_ Tis phraſe abſurd to call a villain great: 
Who wickedly is wiſe, or madly brave, 
Is but the more a fool, the more a knave. 
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Or failing, {miles in exile or in chains, | 
Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed 
What's fame ? a fancy d life in others breath, 
Juſt what you hear, you have, and what's unknown 
The fame (my lord) if Tully's, or your own. 
Al what we feel of it begins and ends 
In the ſmall circle of our foes or fiiends : 
To all beſide as much an empty ſhade 
An Eugene living, as a Celardead ; | 
| Alike or when, or where, they ſhone or ſhine, 
Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine, 
|} Awit's a feather, and a chief a rod; 


An honeſt man's the nobleſt work of God. 
:Þ Fame but from death a villain's name can ſave, 
|} As juſtice tears his body from the grave; 
| When what th' oblivion better werereſign'd, 
Is hung on high, to poiſon half mankind. 


And more true joy Marcellus exil'd feels, 

Than Cæſar with a ſenate at his heels. 
In parts ſuperior what advantage lies ? 

| Tell (for yoo can) what is it to bewiſe ? 


-— TS}. 
is but to know how little can be known; 
To fee all others faults, and feel our own; 
Condemn'd in bus'nefs or in arts to drudge, 
Without a ſecond, or without a judge; 
Truths would you teach, or fave a finking land ? 
Above life's weakneſs, and its comforts too. 
Bring then theſe bleſſings to a firift account; 
Make fair deduftions ; fee to what they mount: 
Ho much of other each is ſure to cot ; 
How each for other oft is wholly loft ; 


How ſometimes life is riſqu'd, and always eaſe: 


Think. and if flill the things thy envy call, 


Say, wouldſt thou be the man to whom they fall : ? 


To ſigh for ribbands if thou art fo fiily, 


Is yellow dirt the paſſion of thy life ? 
Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus wife. 
The wiſeſt, brighteſt, nieaneſt of mankind : 
Or raviſh'd with the whiſtling of a name, 
Bee Cromwell damn'd'to everlaſting fame ! 
IF all, united, thy ambition' cal, 
From ancient ſtory learn to fcorn them all. 


See the falſe ſcale of happines complete! 
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Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy. 
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There, in the rich, the honour'd, fam'd, and great, 
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| In hearts of Kings, or arms of Queens who lay, 
From dirt aff fen-weed as proud Venice roſe. „ 
And all that rais'd the hero ſunk the man: | 
Now Europe's laurels on their brows behold, 
Zut ftain'd with blood, or ill exchang'd for gold: 
Then ſee them broke with toils, or ſunk in eaſe, 
Oh wealth ill-fated ! which no act of fame "IJ 
Eer taught to ſhine, or ſanctified from ſhame : 
What greater bliſs attends their cloſe of life ? 
The trophy d arches, flory'd halls invade, 
Alas! not dazzled with their r.oon-tide ray, 
Compute the morn and ev'ning to the day ; 
The whole amount of that enormous fame, 
A Tale, that blends their glory with their ſhame ! 
Know then this truth (enough for men ts know) 
© Virtue alone is happineſs below.” 
The only point where human bliſs ſtands ſtill, 
And taſtes the good without the fall to ill ; 
| | Is bleſt in what it takes, and what it gives; 
| The joy enger, ifits end it gaing 
1 And if it loſe, attended wih no pain: > 
Is Vol. Il. 3. E | Without 
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Without fatiety, tho' e er ſo ble d.,. 
And but more reliſh'd as the more diſtreſs d: 
Good, from each object, —— 
For ever exercis d, yet never tir d; 
Never elated, while one man's oppreſs d; 
Never dejetted, while another's bleſs d; 

Since but to wiſh more virtue, is to gan. 
See the ſole bliſs heav'n could on all beſtow ! 
Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind, 
The bad muſt miſs ; Seated, ds; cies; 
Slave to no ſeft, who takes no private road, : 
But looks thro” nature up to nature's GO; 
Purſues that chain, which links th' immenſe defign, 
Joins heav'n and earth, and mortal and divine; 

Sees, that no Being any bliſs can know, 

But touches ſome above and ſome below ; 

| Learns from this union ofthe riſing Whole, 

The firſt, laſt purpoſe of the human foul; 
And knows where faith, law, morals, all began, 
All end, in Love or cop, and LOVE OF MAN. 
For him alone, hope leads from goal to goal, 

And opens ſlill, and opens on his ſoul ; 

Till lengthen'd on to rAIT n, and unconfin'd, 

It pours the bliſs that fills up all the mind, 


[ 1 
Hope of known bliſs, and faith in bliſs unknown: 
(Nature, whoſe dictates to no other kind 
Are giv'n in vain, but what they ſeek they find) 
Wiſe is her preſent ; ſhe connetts in this 
His greateſt virtue with his greaceſt bliſs ; 
At once his own bright proſpett to be bleſt, 
And flrongeſt motive to aſſiſt the reſt. 
Self- love thus puſh'd to focial, to divine, 
| Gives thee to make thy neighbour's bleſſing thine, 
Is this too little for the boundleſs heart? 
Extendit, let thy enemies have part: 
| . Wh, 192 Gatk, 
In one cloſe ſyilem of benevolence : 
Happier and kinder, in whate'er degree. 
And height of bliſs but height of charity. 
| God loves from whole to parts: but human foul 
Muſt riſe from individual to the whole, 
Self. love but ſerves the virtuous mind to wake, 
| As the ſmall pebble ſtirs the peaceful lake; 
The center mov'd, a circle ftraight ſucceeds, 
Another {till, and flill another ſpreads ; 
His country next; and next all human race; | 
Wide and more wide th' o'erflowings of the mind 
Take ev'ry creature in, of ev'ry kind; = 
And heay'n beholds its image in his breaſt, 

E 2 Come 
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ee my friend! my genius! — 

Oh maſler of the poet, and the ſong l 
And while the muſe now floops, or now aſcends, 
To man's low paſſions, or their glorious ends, 
Teach me, like thee, in various nature wiſe, 
To fall with dignity, with temper riſe ; | 
Form' d by thy converſe, happily to fleer 
From grave to gay, from lively to ſevere ; 
Corre@ with ſpirit, eloquent with eaſe, 
Intent to reaſon, or polite to pleaſe. 
Oh! while along the fireain of time thy name 
Expanded flies, aud gathers all its fame ; 
Say, ſhall my little bark attendant fail, 
Pur ſue the triumph, and partake the gale? 
When flateſmen, heroes, kings, in duſt repoſe, 
Whoſe ſons ſhall bluſh their fathers were thy foes, 
Shall then this verſe to future age pretend 


Thou wert my guide, philoſopher, and friend ? 

| That, urg'd by thee, I turn d the tuneful art 
From ſounds to things, from fancy to the heart; 

For wit's falſe mirror held up nature's light; } 

Shew d erring pride. WHATEVER 1s, IS RIGHT 

That x ASO, PASSION, anſwer one great am; 

That true s£LF-Love and $0C1AL are the fame; 

That vieTuE only makes our bliſs below; 

And all cur knowledge is, 0UnzsELVvEs TO xXNOWs 
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UNIVERSAL PRAYER, 
DEO OPT. MAX. 
ATHER of All! in ev'ry Age, 
In ev'ry clime ador'd, 
By faint, by favage, and by ſage, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 
Thou Great Firſt Cauſe, leaſt underſtoud : 
Who all my ſenſe confin'd | 
To know but this, that Thou art Good, 
And that myſelf am blind; 


Yet gave me in this dark eſtate, 
To ſee the good from ill; 
And binding nature faſt in fate, 

Left free the human will. 


What conſcience diftates to be done, 

Or warns me not to do. 
This teach me more than bell to ſhun, 

OT OS 
dee ratz 

For God is paid when man receives: 
T' enjoy is to obey.. 
Yet not to earth's contrafied ſpan 

Thy goodneſs let me bound, 

Or think Thee Lord alone of man, 

When thouſand worlds are round: 
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Preſume tliy bolts to throw, 
If I am right, thy grace impart, 
Still in the right toſtayz 
To find that better way. 
" Orlinis vin 
At aught thy wiſdom has deny'd, 
Or aught thy goodneſs lent. 
Teach me to feel another's woe, 
I To hide the fault I fee; 
That mercy I to others ſhow, 
That mercy ſhow to me. 


Mean tho? I am, not wholly ſo, 

Since quicken'd by thy breath: 
Oh lead me whereſoe er I go, 

Tho this day's life or death. 
This day, be bread and peace my lot: 


Thou know'lt if beſt beſlow d or not, 


And let thy will be done. 
To thee, whoſe temple is all ſpace, 
Whoſe altar, earth and ſkies ! 
One chorus let all Being raiſe; 
All nature's incenſe riſe ! 


ALES» 


＋ A » 


ALEXANDER's FEAST; 
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——— for Perſia won, . 
| By Philip's warlke fon 3; 
_ Aloft:in awful flate 
n 
e ee 
Their brows with roſes and with myrtle bound; 
HTS Sa ſhould deſert in arms be crown'd. 

Sat, like a blooming eaſtern. bride, 
Dünn r. 

Happy, happy, happy pair; 

None but the brave, 

None but the brave, 

None but the brave deſerves the flir. 


| Timotheus, plac'd on high 
Amid the tuneful quire, 
Wick flying fingers touch's the lyre : 
The trembling notes aſcend the ſky, 
And heavenly joys inſpire 


| 8 I} 
The ſong began from Joe; 
Who. left his bliſsful ſeats above, 
Such is the pow'r of mighty love! 
ge Ray Gs ed Bogus: 
| | When he to fair Olympia yref'd. 
And ftamp'd an image of himſelf, a fov'reign 
The lining crowd admire the lofty found : 
A preſent deity, the vaulted roofs rebound : 
With raviſh'd ears 
The monarch hears, 
Affetts to nod, 
And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres.. | 
The praiſe of Bacchus then the ſweet muſician lung; 
Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young: 
| The jolly god in triumph comes; 
Fluſh'd with a purple grace. | 
He ſhews his honeſt face. 
Now give the hautboys breath; be comes, he comes ! 
n 
Drinking is the ſoldier's pleaſure 3: 
Rich the treaſure, 
Sweet the pleaſure ; 
Sweet is pleaſure after pain, 
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Souls wibee Grad, the king grew vain ; 
Fought all his battles o'er again; 

Andthrice he routed all his foes ; and thrice he flew the ſlain, 
The maſter ſaw the madneſs riſe ; | 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes; 
And, while he heaven and earth defied, 
Chang'd his hand, aner 
He choſe a mournful muſe, 

Soft pity to infuſe : 

By too fevers a fate, 

Fall'n, fall'n, fall'n, fall'n, 

Fall'n from his high eſtate, 

And welt'ring in his blood; 


Deſerted at his utmoſſ need 
By thoſe his former bounty fed, 


On the bare earth expos'd he lies. 


Wich not a friend to cluſe his eyes. 


With downcaſt look che joy leſs viftor fate, 
Revolving in his alter'd ſoul 
The varions turns of fate below ; 
And now and then a figh he ſtole ; 
And tears began to flow, 


The mighty maſler ſmil'd, to free 
That love was in the next degree 
"Twas but a kindred found to move; 
For pity melis the mind to love. 


(B&B) 
Sofily ſweet, in Lydian meaſure, 
Soon he ſoath'd his foul to pleaſures, 
War he ſung is toil and trouble; 
Honour but an empty bubble; 
Fighting fill, and fil defiroying : 
= Ws warty be ward Gy winning, | 
Think, oh think it wonthenjoying ! 
Lovely Thas fs beibde Ge, = 
| The many al] the files whih tab ancicts 3 | 
So love was crown'd, but mufic won the cauſe. 
r 
 _ Gaz'd on the fair 
Who caus'd his care, | 
And figh'd and look'd, ſigh'd and look d, 
Sigh'd and look d, and figh'd again: 
At length, with love and wine at once oppreſs d, 
The vanquiſh'd victor ſunk upon her breaſt, 


Now ſlrike the golden lyte again; 
And louder yet, and yet a louder flrain. 
Break his bands of ſleep afunder, 
And rouſe him, like a rattling peal of thunder, 
Has rais'd up his head, 
As awak'd from the dead, 
And amaz'd, he ſtares around, 
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Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries, 
See the ſnakes that they rear, 
How they hiſs in the air, | 
And the ſparkles that flaſh from their eyes ! 
Behold a ghaſtly band, 
Each a torch in his hand, | 
Theſe are Grecian ghoſts, diets tents wie Bike 
And unburied remain 
Inglorious on the plain; 
To the valiant crew: 
rr 
And the king Cid a lambeau with zeal to dete; 
N Thais led the way, 
To light him to his prey, 
4 — fd another Tr. 


Thus, long ago, 
| mannes 
While organs yet were mute; 
Timotheus to his breathing flute | 
Aud founding lyre 
. or kindle foki debe, 


1 
Inventreſs of the vocal frame: 
Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds, 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 
Or both divide the crown ; 

He rais'd a mortal to the ſkies, 
She drew an angel down. 


Lad Ellen en, A., Earl Nithiſdale 
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OWEN or CARRON, 


By Dx. LANGHORNE, 


> OO ſ—ↄ(5— — 


| There is ſomething romantic in the ſtory of the follow- 

ing Potgx ; but the Author has his reaſons for believing 

that there is ſomething, kkewiſe, authentic. On the ſim- 

> dann yo of the ancient narrative, from which he 

s borrowed his idea, thoſe reaſons are principally founded, 
and they are ſupported by others, with which, in a work of 

this kind, to trouble his Readers would be ſuperiluous, 


| CNN Cannon's fids the primroſe pale, 

| W Why does it wear a purple hue ? 

| Ye maidens fair of MARLIVv AIZ, | 

| "Tis all with gentle Ow Ex 's blood 

That pity pours the tenderflood 7 
From each fair eye in MaxLIvAIE. 


; The evening ſtar fate in his eye, 
The fun his golden tre ſſes gave, 
The north's pure morn her orient dye, 
To him who refls in yonder grave! 


Tho' nobly born, is Owen laid, 

Stretchꝰd on the green wood's lap alone, 
He fleeps beneath the waving ſbade. 
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There many a flowery race hath ſprung, 
And fled before the mountain gale, | For 
Since firſt his fimple dirge ye fing: 
Ve maidens fair of Manxtivate. 


Yet flill, when May with fragrant feet 

Hath wander'd o'er your meeds of gold, * 
That dirge I hear ſo fimply ſweet = 
| Far echoed from each evening ſold, 
Tus in the pride of WII L1ax's * day, 

When Scotland's honors flouriſhed {till, 
That Moray's Earl, with mighty ſway, 
. Bore rule o'er many a Highland hill, 
And far for him their fruuful ſtore 

The faireſt plains of Caron ſpread; 
In fortune rich, in offspring poor, 

An only daughter crown'd his bed. 


In waves of gold round India's throne, 
To Ellen's F charms, were carih and tone. 


For 
* William the Lyon, King of Scotland, | T 
+ The Lady Elien, only daughter of Jokn Earl of | 
Moray, betrothed to the Earl of Nithiſdale, and after= 
wards to the Earl Barnard, was efteemed one of the fineſt 
women in Europe, inſomuch that ſie had ſeural ** 
and admirers from foreign courts, 


l of 
ters 
neſt 
tors 


C81 
Fur her the youth cf Scotland ligh'd, 


The Frenchman gay, the ge. 


And ſmoother Iialy applied, 
And many an Engliſh baron brave. 


dy vain by foreign arts affail'd. 


| * Enghnd' honeſt valour fail'd, 


Paid with a cold, but courteous ſmile. 


+ Ah 1 woe to thee. young Nithiſdale, 


© That o'er thy check thoſe roſes ſtray d, 


2 Thy breath, the violet of the vale, 


Thy voice, the muſic of the ſhade ! 


© Ah! woe to thee, that Ellen's love 
© Alone to thy ſoft tale would yield! 

For ſoon thoſe gentle arms ſhall prove 
© The conllict of a ruder field. 

"Twas thus a way ward filter ſpoke, 

 Andeafſt a rueful glance behind, 

As from her dimwond glen ſhe broke, 

And mounted on the moaning wind. 


She ſpoke and vaniſh'd—more unmov'd . 
Than Moray's rocks, when florms inveſt, 
The valiant youth by Ellen loved 


With aught that fear, or fa bg. 


A 2 


For 


Q 


. 
For love, methinks, hath power to raiſe 
The ſoul beyond a vulgar ſtate; 


Th' unconquer'd banners he diſplays Sz 
Control our fears, and fix cur fate. 
_ - WT. 
*T was 1 on ſummer's ſofieſt eve, X ; f 
Of clouds that wander'd weſt away. In 
| Twilight with gentle hand did weave 
Her fairy robe of night and day. v 
When all the mountain gales were gil, 
And the wave ſlept againſt the ſhore, H 
And the fun, ſunk beneath the hill, 
| Left his laſt ſmile on Lemmermore®, 
| Led by thoſe waking dreams of t hought 
That warm the young unpraftis'd breaſt, T 
Her wonted bower ſweet Ellen ſought, | 
And Carron murmur'd near, and ſooth'd her into reſt 1 
„ 1 
There is ſome kind and courtly ſprite . T 
That o'er the realm of fancy reigns,. ; 
Throws ſunſhine on the maik of night, N 
And ſmiles at ſlumbei 's powerleſs chains; | 5 
- ”Tis told, and I believe the tale, | X 


At this ſoft hour the ſprite was there, 
And ſpread with fairer flowers the vale, 
And fill'd with ſweeter ſounds the air. | 
J A bower 


* A cham of mountains running Unough Scotland 1 
From Eaft to Weſt. | 


n Gw * b 
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— fran's (fer be cend] frame 


W hat long might weary mortal wight : 


Swift as the lightnings rapid flame 


Darts on the unſuſpetuug ſight). 


Such bower he fram'd with magic hand,, 
As well that wizard bard hath wove, 

In ſcenes where fair Armida's wand 

Wav'd all the witcheries of love. 


Yet was it wrought in ſimple ſhew 3 


Nor Indian mines nor orient ſhores: 
Had lent their glories here to glow, 


All rouud a poplar's trembling arms 
The wild roſe wound her damaſk flower ; 


Shi leis 2s wie the Heng bower. 

The aſh, that courts the mountain air, 

In all her painted blooms array d, 

The wilding's bloſſom bluſhing fair, 
Combinꝰ d to form the flowery ſhade. 

With thyme that loves the brown hill's breaſt, 
The cowſlip's ſweet, a—_— | 


The violet of ſky-woven veſt, 


Was all che Fairy ground beſpread.. 


AS 
But, who is he, whoſe locks ſo fale 
Adown his manly ſhoulders flow; 
Beſide him lies the hunter's ſpear, 
Befide him fleeps the warrior's bow. 
He bends to Ellen—(gentle ſprite. 
| Thy fivect ſedutive arts forbear) 
And inflant vaniſhes in air, 
V, 
Haſt thou not found at early dawn 


Some ſoft ideas melt away, 
If &er ſweet vale, or flowery lawn, 


Ilaſt thou not ſome fair objeft ſeeu, 
And when the fleeting form was paſt, 
Sull on thy memory found its mien, 
And felt the fond idea laſt ? 7 
Thou haſt—and oft the piftur'd view, 
Seen in ſome viſion counted vain, 
Has flruck thy wondering eye anew, 


And drought the long loſt dream again,. 


With warrior's-bow, with hunter's ſpear, 
Wich locks adown his ſhoulder ſpread, 

Young Nichiſdale is ranging near 

Ile's ranging near yon mountain's head, 


it 


Scarce 


1 
Scarce had one pale moon paſs d away, 
And fill'd her ſilver urn again, 
When in the devious chace to ſtray, 
Afar from all his woodland train, 
To Carron's bank his fate conſign'd, 
And, all to ſhun the ſervid hour, 
He ſought ſome ſriendly ſhade to find, 
VI. 
Led by che golden ſtar oſ love, . 
And in the deep defending grove 
Oh !—who is he whoſe ringlets fair 
Diſorder'd o'er his green veſt flow, 
Reclin'd inreſt—whoſe ſunny hair 
Half hides the fair cheek's ardent glow ? 


Iis he, that ſprite's illufive gueſt, 
(Ah me ! that ſprites can fate controul !} 
That lives flill imag'd on her breaſt, 

That lives flill pictur'd in her foul 

As when ſome gentle ſpirit ſled 
_ From earth to breathe Ely um air, 

And, in the train whom we call dead, 
Perceives its long-lov'd partner there; 


| Soft 
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Soft, ſudden pleaſure ruſhes o'er, 
Reſiſlleſs, o'er its airy frame, 
To find its future fate reſtore 
The object of its former flame, 


Had he, who bound in flumber's chain, 
Seem'd haply, o'cr his hill to rove, 


She ſtood, but trembled—mingled fear, 
And fond delight and melting love 
Seiz'd all her foul ; ſhe came not near, 
She came not near that fated grove. 
| She firives to fly from wizard's wand 
The new cropt flower falls from her hand 
Ab! fall not with that flower to die? 
VII. 
Smile in the morning's orient eye, 
And ſkirt the the reddening cloud's ſoft beam 
What time the ſun was halting nigh ? 


Thon haſt—and thou canſt fancy well 
As any muſe that meets thine ear, 
The foul-ſet eye of Nithiſdale, 
When wak d, it fix'd on Ellen ncar. 
Silent 
Fee the Plate | 


[9] 

Silent they gaz'd—that filence broke ; 
Hail Goddeſs of theſe groves,” he cry d 
O let me wear thy gentle yoke ; 

O let me in thy ſervice bide ! 
© For thee I'll climb the mountain fleep, 
| © Unwearied chaſe the deſlin d prey, 
© For thee I'll pierce the wild-wood deep, 
Aud part the ſprays that vex thy way, 


For thee—* O ſtranger, ceaſe,” ſhe ſaid, 
And ſwift away, like Daphne, flew, 
But Daphne's flight was not delay'd 

By aught that to her boſom grew. 


_*Twas Atalanta's golden fruit, 
| The fond idea that confin'd 
Fair Ellen's ſteps, and bleſs'd his ſuit, 
Who was nat far, not far behind. 
| VIII. 
O love! within thoſe golden vales, 
Thoſe genial airs where thou waſt born, 


Where nature, liſtening thy ſoft tales, 
Leans on the roſy breaſt of morn, 


Where the ſweet ſmiles, the graces dwell, 
And tender fighs the heart remove, 
In ſilent eloquence to tell 

Thy tale, O foul-ſubduing love! 


Ah Þ 


1 } 
Ah! wherefore ſhould grim rage be nigh, 
And dark diſtruſt, with changeful face, 
And jealouſy's reverred eye 
Be near thy fair thy favour'd place? 

| 1 . .2X 
And Lord of many a lowland hind, 
And long for Ellen love had he, 
Had love, but not of gentle kind, 


From Moray's Halls her abſent hour 
He watch'd with all a miſer's care; 
Ah wretch ! to think the liberal ſoul 
May thus with fair affeftion part! 
Though Lothian's vales thy ſway controul, 
Know, Lethon & not work one heart, 
| Studious he marks her abſent hour, 
And winding far where Carron flows, 
Sudden he ſees the fated bower, 
And red rage on his dark brow glows. 


For who is he 7 tis Nithiſdale ! 
And that fair form with arm reclin'd 
On his ?—'tis Ellen of the vale, 
ITis ſhe (O powers of vengeance !) kind 


a 
Moray would vaniſh from his vſew, 
And rob him of a miſer's joy. 


| Unſeen to Moray's halls he hie 

| He calls his flaves, hisrufhan band, = 
And ambuſh'd lie by Carron's ſtrand.” 
A gentle lady take her way | 

* To diſtance due, and far from ken, 
* Allow her length of ume to f, 


© Then rankick Reaight that range of graven,— 
+ With hunter's ſpear, and veſt of green, 
If chance, a roſy ftripling roves,— 

Ve well can aim your arrows keen.” 
And Ellen takes her homeward way 3 
Though ſtay'd by many a tender ſigh, 

She can no longer, longer flay. 
Penſive, againſt yon poplar pale 

The lover leans his gentle heart, 
Revolving many a tender tale, 

6 
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Three arrows pierc'd the deſart air, 
And one flruck deep his forehead fair, 
Love's wakeing dream is loſt in ſleep —— 
Ile lies beneath yon poplar pale; 
Ah! could ye marvel ye ſhould weep: 
| Ye maidens fair of Marhvale ! 


X. 


And the wave ſlept againſt the ſhore, 
And the ſun, ſunk beneath the hill, 
Left his laſt ſmile on Lemmermore ; 


Sweet Ellen takes her wonted way 
Along the fairy-featur'd vale : 

Bright o'er his wave does Carron play, 
And foon ſhe'll meet her Nithiſdale 


She'll meet him ſoon— ſor at her ſight 
Swift as the mountain deer he ſped; 
The evening ſhades will fink in night, — 


O! She will chide thy triſliug ſtay, 
E'en now the ſoft reproach ſhe frames: 

© Can lovers brook ſuch lng delay ? 

© Lovers that boaſt of ardent flames ;? 


* 
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He comes not—weary with the chace, 
Soft ſlumber o'er his eyciids throws 


Her veil—we'll teal one dear embrace. 


We'll gently ſteal on his repoſe. 


This is the bower—ve'll ſofily tread— 


He ſleeps beneath yon poplar pale— 
Lover, ife'er thy heart has bled, 


XI. 


Ellen is not in princely bower, 


She's not in Moray's ſplendid train ; 


Their miſtreſs dear at midnight hour, 


Her pillow ſwells not deep with down ; 

For her no balms their ſweets exhale : 

Her limbs are on the pale turf thrown, 
Prefs'd by her lovely cheek as pale. 


On chat fair check, chat flowing hair, 


The broom its yellow leaf hath ſhed, 
And the chill mountain's early air 

Blows wildly oer her beauteous head. 
As the ſoft ſtar of orient day, 

When clonds involve his roſy light, 


Darts thro? the gloom a tranſient ray, 
And leaves the world once more to night; 


1 
Returning life illumes her eye, 
And flow its languid orb unfolds— 
What are thoſe bloody arrows nigh ? 
Sure blood) arrows the beholds! 


What was that form fo ghaily pale, 
That low beneath the poplar lay? 

*T was ſome poor youth—* Ah Nithiſdale !” 
She ſaid, and filent funk away. | 


XII. 
The morn is on the mountains ſpread, 
Can morn's ſweet muſic raiſe the dead ? 
Give the ſet eye its ſoul again ? 


A ſhepherd of that gentler mind 
Which nature not profuſely yields, 
Seeks in theſe lonely ſhades to find 
Some wanderer from his lite fields, 


Aghaſt he ſtands—and fimple fear 
O'er all his paly vifage glides— 

Ah me! what means this miſery here? 
What fate this lady fair betides ? 


He bears her to his friendly home, > 
When life, he finds, has but retir d; 
With haſte he frames the lover's tomb, 
For his is quite, is quite expir d! 


"01 
XIII. 
O hide me in thy humble bower' 
Returning late to life ſhe ſaid 3 
IU bind thy crovk with many a flower; 
Wich many a roſy wreath thy head. 


Good ſhepherd, haſte to yonder grove, 
© And, if my love aſleep is laid, 
Oh! wake him not; but ſofily move 

Some pillow to that gentie head. 


Sure, thou wil't know him, ſhepherd ſwain, 
Thou know'lt the fan rife o'er the fea— 

© But Oh! no lamb in all thy train 
Was e er ſo mild, ſo mild as he. 


His head his on the wood -moſs laid; 

© Sweet fings the redbreaſi o'er the ſhade 
© Why, gentle lady, would you weep 7 

As flowers that fade in burning day, 

But fiercer feel the noon-tide ray, 

When fſoften'd by the nightly tear; 


| Returning in the flowing tear, 


This lovely flower, mote ſweet then they, 
Found her fair ſoul, and, wander'ny near. 
The ſtranger, Rea ſon, croſs d her way. 


GD 
Found her fair ſoul, —Ah ! fo to find 
Ws but more dreadful grief to know ! 
Ah! fure, the privilege of mind | 
Can not be worth the wiſh of woe. bl 


XIV. 
On melancho!y's filent urn 2 ' 
A foftcr ſhade of forrow falls, 
Rut Ellen can no more return, | 1 
No more return to M orzy's Halls. 1 


Beneath the low and lonely ſhade 
he flow conſuniog hour ſhe'll weep, 
Lill nature ſeeks her laſt-jeft aid, 
In the fad, — arms of ſleep. 


© Theſe jewels all, unmeet for me, 
* Shalt thou,“ the ſaid, + cnod thephend take ; 
© Theſe gems will purchaſe gold for thee, 
And the ſe be thine for Ellen's ſake. | 


So fail thou not, at eve and morn, 

The roſemary's pale bough to bring | 
Thou know? where I was found forlorn— 
« Where thou haſt heard ihe c2dbreaft ſing. 


© Heedfui I'll tend ihy flocks the while, 
Or aid thy ſhepherdefs's care, 

e Fer; ii ſhare her humble to il, 
And I her friendly roof will ſhare.“ 


„ 
| . 
In luxury of lonely pain 
The lovely mourner, found at laſt, 
To Moray's Halls is borne again. 
Yet has ſhe left one objett dear, 
That wears love's ſunny eye of joy 


I Nithifdale reviving here ? 
Or is it but a ſhepherds boy ? 


By Carron's ſide, a ſhepherd's boy, 
He binds his vale flowers with the reed; 
He wears love's ſunnv heart of joy, 

And birth he litile ſeems to heed, 


XVI. 


| But ah! no more his infant ſleep 


Cloſes beneath a mother's ſmile, 


Who, only when it clos'd would weep, 


And yield to tender woe the while. 


No more, with fond attention dear, 
She ſeeks th” unſpoken wiſh to find; 


No more ſhall ſhe, with pleaſure's tear, 


n. 
Does nature bear a tyrant's breaſt ? 
1s ſhe the friend of ſtern controul ? 


Wears ſhe the deſpot's purple veſt : 
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Where, wen of tyrants, is thy claim 
In cha.ns thy childrens? breafts to bind ? 
Gav'ſt thou the Promothean flame ? 
The incommunicable mind ? 


Thy olflspcing are great Nature's, —free, 
Aud of her fair dominion heirs ; 
Fach privilege ſhe gives to thee ; 
Know, that each privilege is theirs, 


They have thy fortune, wear thine eye, 
Perhaps ſome feeling of thy heart; 

And wilt thou their lov'd hearts deny 
To att their fair, their proper part ? 


XVIII. 
The Lord Ann wah, 
In fated Ellen, claims thy hand; 
Thou know'ft not that thy Nithiſdale 
Was low laid by his ruffian band. 


And Moray with unfather'd eyes, 
Fix'd on fair Lothians fertile dale. 
Attends the human facrifice, 5 | 
Without the Grecian painter's veil. 
O married love! thy bard ſhall own, 
Where two congenial fouls unite, 
Thy golden chain inlaid with down, 
Iny lamp with heaven“ son — bright. 


Bu 
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But if no radiant ſlar of love 
O Hymen ! ſmile on thy fair rite, 

Thy chain a wretched weight ſhall prove, 
Thy lamp a fad ſepulchral light. 
3 | 

And now has time's flow wandering wing 
Borne many a year unmark'd with fpeed— 

Where is the boy by Carron's ſpring, 
Who bound his vale flowers with che reed ? 


Ah me ! thoſe flowers he binds no more ; 
No early charm-return again; 

The parent, nature keeps in ſtore 

Her beſt joys for her liule train. 

No longer heed the ſun- beam bright 
That plays on Carron's breaſt he can, 

Reaſon has lent her quivering light. 
And ſhewn the checquet d field of man. 

| XX. | 

With penfive eye himſelf ſurvey d, 

And, all unconſcious of his birth, 
Sate thoughtful oft in Eden's ſhade ; 

In penſive thought ſo Owen flray'd 
Wild Carron's lonely woods among. 


And once, within their greeneſt glade, 
e fondly fram' d this ſimple ſong: 


XXI. 
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XXI. 
Why is this crook adorn d with gold? 
Why am! tales of ladies told? ; 
Why does no labour me employ, 
If I am but a ſhepherd's boy? 


| In ſhepherd's but I have not ſeen— 


Why ſhould I in ſuch veſlure joy, 
If I am but a ſhepherd's boy? 
I know it is no ſhepherd's art 


They teach me, ſure, an idle toy. 

If I am but a ſhepherd's boy. 

This bracelet bright that binds my arm— 
It could not come from ſhepherd's farm; 
It only would that arm annoy, 

If I were but a ſhepherd's boy. 

And, O thou filent pifture fair, 

| 'Thatlov'ſi to ſmile upon me there, 

_ Ofay, and fill my heart with joy, 

That I am not a Taye 


XXII. 

Ah lovely youth! thy tender lay 

May not thy gentle life prolong: 

See ſi thou yon nightingale a prey ? 
* wth fag? 
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His little heart is large with love: 


Hlad watch'd o'er Owen's infant breath, 
Whom time leads calmly down to death, 


© O tell me parent if thou art, 

What is this lovely picture dear ? 
© Why wounds its mournful eye my heart, 
Why flows from mine th unbidden tear? 


* Ah! youth! to leave thee loch am I, 
_ © Tho?” I be not thy parent dear; 
And would'ft thou wiſh, or ere I die, 
* The ſtory of thy birth to hear ? | 
© But it will make thee much bewail, 
© And it will make thy fair eye ſwell — 
She (aid, and told the woeſome tale, 
As ſooth as ſhepherdeſs might tell. 


5 : . 
The heart, that ſorrow doom's to ſhare. 

Has worn the frequent ſeal of woe, 
Its fad impreſſions learns to bear, 
And kings fulloft, its ruin flow. 


I]. 
But when that ſeal is firſt impreſt, 


When the young heart its pain ſhall try, 


For the ſoft, yielding, trembling breaſt, 
Yet fled not O wen's wild amaze 

In paleneſs cloath d, and lifted hands, 
Mara de poor ſtatue, as it ſlands. 


The ſimple guardian of his life 
Look'd willtul for the tear to glide ; 

Sh XXV. 

No, I am not a ſhepherd's boy, 

Awaking from his dream, he faid, 

Ah where is now the promis'd joy 

Of this ?—for ever, ev er fled ! 


O picture dear! for her lov'd fake 
Ho fondly couid my heart bewail ! 
My friendly ſhepherdefs, O wake. 
And tell me more of thus fad tale. 
O tell me more of this fad tale— 
No; thou enjoy thy gentle fleep ! 
And I will go to Lochian's vale, 
And more than all her waters weep.” 


XXVI. 
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| r 
Owen to Lothian's vale is fle 
Earl Barnard's lofty towers appear— 


» O! art thou there, the full heart ſaid, 
O! artthou there, my parent dear? 


Yes, ſhe is there: from idle Rate 
Oft has ſhe flole her hour to weep ; 
Think how ſhe * by thy cradle fate,” 


And how ſhe * fondly faw thee fleep*.” 


Now tries his trembling hand to frame 
Full many a tender line of love ; 
For that, he fears, might fatal prove 
„ 
Oer a fair fountain's ſmiling ſide 


That languiſh d for its partner's loſs, 
This ſcene he choſe, this ſcene afſign'd 

A parent's firſt embrace to wait, 
And many a ſoft tear fill'd his mind, 
The hand that bore thoſe lines of love, 


Ah! may they not unproſp'rous prove! 


Ah! ſafely paſs yon dangerous door! 


nn. 


1 — Reclin'dadim tower, clad with mobs, 
Wbere every bird was wonttobide, 


She 


See the ancient ScorT15H Ballad, called 


Cuitd Maurice, 
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© She comes not; can ſhe then delay ? 
© Cried the fair youth, and dropt atear— 
© Whatever filial love could fay, 
© To her I faid, and call'd her dear. 


© She comes—Oh ! No—encircled round 
© 'Tis ſome rude chief with ma ny a ſpear. 
© My haphefs tale that Earl has found — 
Ah me! my heart! for her L fear, 


His tender tale that Earl had read, 

Or ere it reach'd his lady's eye, 

His dark brow wears a cloud of red, 
In rage he deems a rival nigh. 


| XXIX, 
'Tis o'er—thoſe locks that wav'd in gold, 
That wav'd adown thoſe cheeks ſo fair, 
Wreath'd in the gloomy tyrant's hold. 
_ ng from the ſev er'd head 1 in are, 


ell may it be declar d 45 * 3 love 
is firong as death, jealouſy cruel as the grave. Here is 
an inftance of the melancholy effefts of a jeatous diſpoſi- 
tion, terminating in the n urder of the ſuſtected object, 

how juflly may we adopt the language of the church, 
and ſay from ſuch a temper and diſpoſition, good Lord 
deliver us. and let all the people ſay, amen, 
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That ſtreaming head he joys to bear 

In horrid guiſe to Lothian's Halls, : 

Bids his grim ruffians place it there 

Eref upon the fiown ng walls. 

* Know'ſt thou theſe—Ellen of the vale ?* 
| The piftur'd bracelet ſoon Le knzw, 

And ſoon * | 
The trembling victim, ſtraig it he led, 
Ere yet her ſoul's farſt fear was o'er : 
He pointed to the ghaſtly head 

She ſaw, and ſunk, to riſe no more. 


Ln MY 
By Dr YOUNG. 
THE bell firikes One. We take no note of Time 
But from its loſs. To give it then a tongue 
Is wiſe in man. As if an angel ſpoke, | 
I fee] the folenm- found. If heard aright, 


It is the knell of my departed hours; 


Where are they ? With the years beyond the flood. 
It is the ſignal that demands diſpatch : 

How much is to be done ? My hopes aud fears 
Start up alarm'd; and o'er life's narrow verge 

Look down—on what ? a fathomleſs aby ts; 

A dread eternity! how ſurely mine! 

And can eternity belong to me, 


| Poor penſioner on the bounties of an hour ? 
Vol. II. 6. | C 
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FOUR SEASONS, 


By SAMUEL JOHNSON. LL. D. 


: = SPRING. 5 
TERN Winter now, by Spring repreſs d, 

And nature, on her naked breaſt, 

Delights to catch the gales of life. 


Nou oer the rural kingdom roves 

Love warbles in the vocal groves, | 
' Unhappy whom to beds of pain 
Arthritic tyranny conſigns! 

Whom ſmiling nature courts in vain, 
Ih.“ rapture fings, and beauty fhines ! 


Yet tho' my limbs diſeaſe invades 

Her wings imaginauon tries, 
And bears me to the peaceful ſhades 
Where 's humble turrets riſe. 


Here ſtop, my ſoul, thy rapid flight. 

Nor from the pleafing groves depart, 
Where firſl great nature charm'd my fight, 

Where wiſdom fark inform d my heart. 


E I 
Here let me thro' the vales pur ſue 
A guide —a father and a friend; 
Once more great nature's works review, 
Once more on wiſdom's voice attend. 


From falſe care ſſes, cauſel-fs ſtri ſe, 
Wild hope, vain fear, alike remov'd ; 
Here let me learn the uſe of life, 
When beſt enjoy d, when moſt improv'd. 


Teach me, thou venerable bow'r, 
Cool meditation's quiet feat, 
The genercus ſcorn of venal pow 'r, 
Tue ſilent grandeur of retreat. 
When pride by guilt to greatneſs cl:ad3, | 
- Here let me learn to ſhun the crime 
I can't prevent, and will not ſhare. 
But leſt I fall by ſubtler foes, 
Bright wiſdom, teach me Curio's art, 


And quell the rebels of the heart. 


SUMMER. 
Phzbus ! down the weſtern ſky 
1 Far hence diffuſe thy burning ay; 
vs light to diſtant worlds ſupply, 5 
3 1 
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Come, gentle eve, the friend of caſe ! 

Come, Cynthia, lovely queen ofnight? | 
And cheer me with a lambent l ht. 


Lay ma where o'er the verdant ground 

Her living carpet nature ſpreads 3 | 

| Where the green bow'r, with rofes crown d, 
| In ſhow'rs its fragrant foliage ſheds, 

| Around the bowl let myriles bine, 

And every flrain be tun d to love. 


Come, Stella, queen of all my heart? 
Come, born to fill its valt defires 
Thy looks perpetual joys impact, 
92 
(Our murinus—anurmuring brook return 


Let me, — 
| Sink on the down of Stellas breaſt 
And bid the waking world. larewel. 


AUTUMN, 


80 9 1 


| AUTUMN. 
LAS! with ſwift and ſilent pace 
Impatient time rolls on the year; 
The ſeaſons change, and nature's face 
Now ſweetly ſmiles, now frowns ſevere. 


"Twas Spring, twas Summer, all was gay, 
Now Autumn bends a cloudy brow ; 
The flow'cs of Spring are ſwept away, 
The verdant leaves that play d on high, 
And wanton d ou the weſtern breeze, 
Nor trod in duſt negiecled lie, 
As Boreas ſirips the bending trees. 
The fields that wav d with golden grain, 
n 


No more, while thro” the midnight hade 
Beneath the mann's pate end I fray, 


' From this capricious clime ſhe ſoars, 
O would ſome god but wings ſupply ! 
To where each mora the Spring reitores,. 
Companion of her flight, I'd fly. 
C3 


„ 
Vain wiſh ! me fate compels to bear 
Compels'to breathe pnlluted air, 
And ſhiver on a blaſted plain 


n 


And Ceres lies the naked feld. 
And flow'rs, and fruits, and Phezbus fail ? 


O 2 what lingers yet, 
To cheer me in the darkening hour ? 
In love and mirth of mighty por. 


Liafte, prefs the cluſters, fill the bowl z 
Apollo! ſhoot thy parting ray: 
This gives the ſunſbine of the foul, 
This god of health, and verſe, and day. 


Still, ſtill the-jocund:firwn: ſhall flew, 

The pulſe with vigorous rapture beat; 

My Stella with new charms ſhall glow, 
And every bliſs in wine ſhall meet. 

N? raore the morn with tepid rays, 

| Unfolds the flow v of various hue ;. 

Noon ſpreads no more the genial blaze, 
Nor gentle eve diſiils the dew. 


© > 
Uſurping darkneſs ſhares the day, 

Her miſts reſlrain the force of light; 
And Phobus holds a doubiſy] ſway. 


. By gloomy twilight half reveal'd, 

No muſic warbles thro” the grove, 
No vivid colours paint the plain; 

No more with devious ſleps I rove 


Thro” verdant paths now ſought in vain, 


Aloud the driving tempeſt roars, 


Congeal'd, impetuous ſhow'rs. deſcend; 


Fate leaves me Stella, and a friend. 

In nature's aid let art ſupply 
Wich light and heat my little ſphere; 
Light up a conſfellation here. 

Or mirth repeat the jocund tale : 

Aud oer · che. ſeaſon wine prevail. 


Ye 
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Yet ume life's dreary winter brings, p 
When mirth's gay tale ſhall pleaſe no more; 
Nor mulic charm, tho” Stella fings ; 

Nor love, nor wine, the Spring reſtore, 


Catch then, O catch, the tranſient hour: 
Improve each moment as it flies, 
Liſe's a ſhort Summer — man a flow'r; 
| He diex—alas! how ſoon he dies. 


EARTHLY HAPPINESS, 
By Dx. Younc. 

ob ls odio ad 

There breathes not a more happy than himſelf. 
F „ 
And love o'erflowing makes an angel here. 
Such angels, all, entitled to repoſe 
On Him who governs fate. Tho' tempeſt frowns, 
Tho? nature ſhakes, how ſoft to lean on Heaven! 
To lean on Him, on whom archangels lean! e 
Wich inward eyes, and filent as the grave, 
= Na he cine fel 
In Ifrael's dream, come from, and go to, heaven ; 
Hence are they ſtudious of ſequeſter'd ſcenes; 


THE. 
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TEMPLE or FAME, 


By ALEXANDER POPE, E-. 


13 when deſcending ſhow'rs 

Call forth the greens, and wake the riſing flow'rs 3 
When op'ning buds ſalute the welcome day, 
As balmy ſlee p had charm'd my cares to reſt, 
And love itſelf was baniſh'd from my breaſt 
(What :1me the morn my ſterious viſhons brings, 
While purer liunabers ſpread their golden wings); 
A train of phantoms in wild order roſe ; -S*% 
And, join'd, this intellettual ſcene compaſe. 
I ood, methought, betwint earth, ſeas, and ſkies ; 


1 The whole creation open to my eyes : 


In air ſelf- balanc'd hung the globe bel ow, 
There tow'ry cities, ani the foreſts green; 
There trees and imtermingled temples riſe ; 
Now a clear fun the fhining ſcene diſplays, 
The tranſient landfcape now in clouds decays. 
| O' er the wide proſpett as I gaz d around, 
Sudden L heard a wild promiſcuous ſound, 
Like broken thunders that at diſtance roar, 
Or billows murm' ring on the hollow ſhore : | 
Then, 


i — on 
Then, gazing up, a glorious pile heheld, 

High on a rock of ice the ſtrutture lay, 

Steep its aſcent, and flipp'ry was the way 
And ſeem's to diſtant fight of ſolid flone. 
Inf. riptions here of various names I view d, 
Yet wide were ſpread their fame in ages paſt, 
And poets once had promis'd they ſhould laſt. 


Some, freſh engrav'd, appear d of wits renown'd : 


I lock d again, nor could their trace be found. 

Cruics I ſaw, that other names deface, 

 Theirown, like others, ſoon their place reſign'd, 
Or difappear'd, and left the firſt behind. 

Nor was the firſt impair'd by ſtorms alone, 

But feit th* approaches of too warm a ſun ; 

For fame. impatient of extremes, decays 

Not more by envy than exceſs of praiſe. 

Yet part no injuriesof heaven could feel, 

Like ckryſlal, faithful to the graven fleel : 

The rock's high ſummit, in the temple's ſhade, 

There names inſcrib'd unnumber'd ages paſt, 

From time's firſt birth, with time itſelf ſhall laſt ; 

Theſe ever neu, nor ſubjett to decays, 


Spread, and grow brighter with he length of days 


[ # J 
So Zembla's racks (the beauteous work of froſt) 
Riſe white in air, and glitter o'er the coalt ; | 
Pale ſuns, unſelt, at diſtance roll away, 
be- een cw ads 


nb: 
As Atlas fix d, each hoary pile appears 

The gather d winter of a thouſand years. 

On this foundation Fame's high temple ſtands; 
Stupendous pile ! not rear'd by mortal hands. 
Whate'er proud Rome or artful Greece beheld, 
Or elder Babylon, its frame excell'd. 

Four faces had the dome, and ev ry face 

Four brazen gates, on columns lifted high, 
Salute the diff rent quarters of the ſky. 

Or worthies old, whom arms or arts adorn, 

Who cities rais'd, or tam'd a monſtrous race, 

The walls in venerable order grace; 
And legiſlators ſeem to think in ſtone. 
| Wetward a ſumptuous frontiſpiece appear d, 
On Doric pillars of white marble rear d, 
Crown'd with an architrave of antique mold, 
And ſculpture riſing on the ronghen'd gold. 

| In ſhaggy ſpoils here Theſeus was beheld, 

And Perſeus dreadful with Minerva's ſbield : 


[6] 

There great Alcides ftooping with his toil, 
Reſts on his club, and holds th' Heſperian ſpoil : 
Here Orpheus fings; trees moving to the ſoùnd, 
Start from their roots, and ferm a ſhade around: 
Strikes, and beholds a ſudden Thebes aſpire ! 
 Cytheron's echoes anſwer to his call, 

And half the mountain rolls into a wall: 


There might you fee he en ig fines ac 


The grouing www ihe cutibnios dh, 

And the huge columns heave into the ſkies. 
as egy rar 
There Ninus ſhone, wt Aﬀyrian fame, 
And the great founder of the Perſian name: 
There, in long robes, the royal Magi Rtand ; 
Grave Zoroaſler waves the circling wand: 

The fage Chaldzans rob'd in white appear d, 

And Brachmans, deep in defart woods rever'd, 
Theſe flopp'd the moon, and call'd th* unbodied ſhades. 
To midnight banquets in the glimm'ring glades ; 
Made viſionary fabrics round them riſe, 
And airy ſpettres ſkim before their eyes; 
Of Taliſmans and Sigils knew the pow'r, 
And careful watch'd the planetary hour. 
Superior, and alone, Confucius flood, 

W ho taught that uſeful ſcience, to be good. 
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Bur, on the South, 2 

— carth, deſerib'dthe farry ſpheres, 

And trac d the long records of lunar years. 
High on his car Seſoſtris ſtruck my vie. 

Whom ſcepter d {laves in golden harnefs drew: 

His giant limbs are arm'd in ſcales of gold. 

Between the ſtatues obeliſks were plac'd, 

And the learn'd walls with hierogyphics grac'd. 

O'erwrought with ornaments of barb'rous pride. 

There huge colloſſes roſe, with trophies erowu d ; 

| And Runic charatters were grav'd around. 

There fat Zamolxis with eretted eyes; 

There on rude iron columns, ſmear d with blood, 
The horrid forms of Scythian heroes ſtood, 

Druids and bards (their once loud harps unſtrung), 
And youths that died to be by poets ſung. 1 
Theſe, and a thouſand more of doubt ful fame, 
To whom old fables gave a laſting name, 

In ranks adorn'd the Temple's gutward face: ; 

| The wall, in luſtre and effet like glaks, 

keen ova. za 
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Toe thus romantic Fate increaſes all. 
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Rais d on Wee 
With laurel foliage, and with eagles crown'd. 
Of bright tranſparent beryl were the walls, 
The friezes gold, and gold the capitals : 
As heaven with flars, the roof with j:wels glows, 
And ever-living lamps depends in rows. 
Full in the paſlage of each ſpacious gate, 
The fage Hiſtorians in white garments wait z 
Grav's o'er their ſeats the form of Time was found, 
His (cythe revers'd, and both his pinions bound. 
Within flood Heroes, who thro” loud alarms 
In bloody fields purſued renown in arms. 


Inch on a throne. with trophies charg'd, I view'd 


The Youth that all things but himſelf ſubdued ; 
His feet on ſceptres and tiaras trod, 

And his horn'd head belyed the Lybian God. 
There Cæſar, grac'd with both Minervas, ſhone; 
Cxfar, the world's great maiter, and his own 
Unmov's, ſuperior fill, in ev'ry ſtate, 

And ſcarce deteſted in his country's fate. 

But chief were thoſe who not for empire fought, 


But with their toils their pgople”s ſafety bought. 


High o'er the reſt Epaminondas ſtood ; 
Timoleon, glorious in his brother's blood ; 
Great in his triumphs, in retirement great: 
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And wiſe Aurelius, in whoſe well-tught mind X 
With boundieſs pow'r unbounded virtue join'd, } 
H.s vun finit zud ge, and patron of mankind. 

Much fſuff ring heroes next their honours claim, 
Thoſc of leſs noiſy and leſs guilty fame, 
Fair Virtue's ſilent train: ſupreme of theſe 
Here ever ſhines the godlike So-r1i's 3 


He whom ungratefui Athens could expel, 


At all mes juſt but when he fign'd the ſhell ; 
Here his abode the mariyc'd Phocion claims, 
Wuh Agis, not the laft of Spagtan names; 
Unconquer'd Cato, ſhews the wound he tore ; 
And Brutus his ill genius meets no more. 

Zut in the centre of the hallow'd choir, | 

Six pompous columns o'er the reſt aſpire; 
Around the ſhrine itſelf of Fame they ſtand, 
Hold the chief honours, and the fane commanl. 


High on the firſt the mighty Homer ſhone, 


Eternal adamant compos'd his throne ; 
Father of verſe ! in holy fillets dreſt, 
His filver beard wav'd gently o'er his breaft ; 
Tho? blind, a boldnefs in his looks appears; 


In years he ſeem'd, but not innpair'd by years. 
The wars of Troy were round the pillar ſeen : 


Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian queen; 
Here Hector glorious from Patroctus' fall, 


Heredragg'd in triumph round the Trojan wall: 
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Motion and life did ev'ry part inſpire, 
Bold was the work, and prov'd the maſter's fire 3 


A ſtrong expreſſion moll he ſeem'd t affech 
And here and there diſclos'd a brave neglett. 
A goiden column next in rank appear'd, 
On which a {hrine of pureit gold was rear d; 
Finiſh'd the whole, and labour d ev'ry part, 

Wich parient touches of unwearied art: 
The Mantuan there in ſober triumph fate, 
Compos d his poſture, and his look ſedate 3 
On Homer ſtill he fix'd a rev*rend eye, 
Great without pride, in modeſt majefly. 
In living feulpture on the fides were ſpread 
The Latian wars, and haughty Turnus dead; 
_ TT eee 1 
Troy „rd nne devs dra 
Arms and the Man in golden cyphers ſhone, 

Four ſwans ſuſtain a car of lilver bright, 
With heads advanc'd, and pinions firetch'd for flight : 
Ilere, like ſome furious prophet, Pindar rode, 
And ſcem'd to labour with th” inſpiring God. 
Acroſs the barp a careleſs hand he fling, 
The figur d games of Greece the column grace; 
Neptune and Jove ſurvey the rapid race. 
The youths hang o'er their chariots as they run, 
The hiery flecds ſeem ſtarting from the ſtone : 
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The champions, in diſtorted poſture, threat 3 
And all appear d irregularly great. 

Here happy Horace tun'd th* Auſonian lyre 
To ſweeter ſounds, and temper'd Pindar's ſire; 
Pleas'd with Alczus' manly rage t infuſe 
The ſofter ſpirits of the Sapphic Muſe. 


The poliſh'd pillar diff rent ſculptures grace; 


A work outlaſting monumental braſs. 

The Julian ſtar, and great Auguſtus here. 

The Doves that round the infant poet ſpread 

Myrtles and bays, hang hov'ring o'er his head. 
Here, in a ſhrine that caſt a dazzling light, 

Sat, fix'd in thought the mighty Stagirite 3 

His ſacred head a radiant zodiac crown'd, 

And various animals his ſides ſurround ; 

His piercing eyes, erett, appear to view 
Superior worlds, and looks all nature through. 
With equal rays immortal Tully ſhone ; 

The Roman roflra deck'd the conſuls throne : 
Gath' ring his flowing robe, he ſeem'd to ſtand 
In alt to ſpeak, and graceful ſtretch'd his hand. 
Behind, Rome's genius waits with civic erowns, 
\ Theſe maſſy columns in a circle rife, 

O''er which a pompous dome invades the ſkies : 

Scarce to the top I flretch'd my aching fight, 

Jo large it ſpread, and ſwell'd to ſuch a height. 

D 3 | Full 
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Full in the midſt proud Fame's imperial ſeat 
With jewels blaz'd, magnificently great: 
The vivid em'ralds there revive the eye, 
Bright azure rays from lively ſapphires ſtream, 
Wich various colour d light the pavement ſhone, 
And all on fire appear'd the glowing throne ; 
The dome's high arch reflecta the mingled blaze, 
And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. 
When on the Goddeſs firſt I caſt my fight, 
_ Scarce ſeem d her flature of acubit's height; 
But ſwell'd to larger fize, the more I gaz d, 
Till to the roof her tow'ring front ſhe rais'd, 
With her, the temple ev'ry moment grew ; 
A _ O_o ay ow 5 


Wings raiſe her arms, and wings her feet enfold ; 


A thouſand buſy tongues tbe Goddeſs bears, 


Andthouſand open eyes, and thouſand lining ears. 


Beneath, in order rang'd, the tuneful Nine 
(Her virgin handmaids) ſtil] attend the ſhrine : 
Wich eyes on Fame for ever fix'd, they fing ; 


For Fame they raiſe ine voice, and tune the ficing : 153 


With time's firſt birih began the heavenly lays, 
Aud laſt eternal thro* the length of days. 


[ a] 

Around theſe wonders as I caſt a look, 
The trumpet ſounded, and the temple ſhook ; 
And all the nations, ſummon'd at the call, 
From diff rent quarters fill the crowded hall : 
Of various tongues the mingled ſounds were heard; 
In various garbs promiſcuous throngs appear d; 
Thick as ihe bees that with the ſpring renew 
Ibeir flow'ry toils, and ſip the fragrent dew, 
When the wing'd colomes firſt tempt the ſky, 
O'er duſky fields and ſhaded waters fly. 
And all degrees before the Goddeſs bend; 
For good and bad alike are fond of Fame. 
Some ſhe diſgrac'd, and fore with honours F 
Unlike ſucceſles equal merits found. 
T hus her blind fiſter, fickle Fortune, reigns 3 
Firſt at the ſhrine the learned world appear, 
And to the Goddefs thus prefer their pray 'r: 
Long have we fought t' inſtrut and pleaſe mankind, 
With ſtudies pale, with midnight vigils blind; 
But thank'd by few, rewarded yet by none, 
We here appeal to thy ſuperior throne. 


E 6 
For Fame is all we muſt expeft below. 


The golden trumpet of eternal praiſe : 

| From pole to pole the winds diffuſe the ſound, 
Nat all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud : 
The notes at firſt were rather ſweet than loud ; 
By juſt degrees they ev'ry moment riſe. 

At ev'ry breath were balmy odours ſhed, 
Which ſlill grew ſweeter as they wider ſpread : 


Lefs fragrant ſcents th? unfolding roſe exhales, 


Or ſpices breathing in Arabian gales. 


Thus on their knees addreſs the ſacred fane : 
Since living virtue is with envy curs'd, 

Add the beſt men are treated like the worſt, 
And give each deed th' exact intrinfic worth. 


Not with bare juſtice ſhall your af be crown'd. 


(Said Fame) but high above deſert renown'd : 
Let fuller notes th' applauding world amaze, 


This hand diſmifs's, behold another crowd. = 


Preferr'd the ſame requeſt, and lowly bow d; 
No lefs deſerv'd a juſt return of praiſe. 


The Goddeſs heard, and bade the Muſes raiſe = 


Next theſe the good and juft, an awful train, 
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From the black trumpet's ruſty concave broke 
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But firaight the Greful trump of ſlander ſounds 
Thro' the big dome the doubling thunder bounds ; 
Loud as the burſt of cannon rends the ſkies, 
The dire report thro” ev'ry region flies; 
In ev'ry ear, inceſſant rumours rung, 
And gath'ring ſcandals grew on ev'ry tongue. 


The pois'aous vapour blots the purple ſkies 
And withers all before it as it flies. 

A troop came next who crowns and armour wore, 
And proud defiance in their looks they bore : 
} Forthee (they cned) amidil alarms and firite 

We fail 'd in tempeſts down the ſtream of life; 
For thee whole nations fill'd with flames and blood, 
And ſwam to empire thro? the purple ſod. 
Thoſe ills we dat'd thy inſpiration own ; | 
What virtue ſeem'd, was done for thee alone. 
Ambitious fools ! (the Queen replied, and frown'd} | 


Be all your acts in dark oblivion drown'sd ; 


There il-ep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone; 
Your ſtatues moulder'd, and your names unknown! 


. A ſudden ſoud ſrzig1. ſnateh'd them from my fight, 


And each majettic phantorn ſ. nk in night. 

Then came the fnalieſt tribe I yet had ſeen ; 
Plain was their dreſs, au modeſt was their mien. 
 _ Great idol of mankind! we neither claim | 

| The praiſe of merit, nor aſpire to fame l 
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But fave in defarts from th' applauſe of men, 
Would die unheard of, as we liv'd unſeen, 
*Tis ail we beg thee, to conceal from fight 
Thoſe acts of goodneſs which themſelves requite. 
O let us ſtill the ſecret joy partake, 
Jo follow virtue even for virtue's fake. 
And live there men who flight immortal fame ? 
But, mortals ! know, tis flul our greateſt pride 
To blaze thoſe virtues which the good would hide. 
Riſe ! muſes, r:{c ! add all your tuneful breath; 
Theſe muſt no. ficep in darkneſs and in death. 
She faid : in air the trembling muſic floats, 
And on the winds triumphant ſwell rhe notes; 
So foft the” high, wo loud and yet fo clear, 
Even liſt' ning angels lean from heaven to hear : 
To furtheſt ſhores th' ambroſial ſpirit flies, a 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies. 
Next theſe, a yonihful train their vows expreſs d, 


Wich feathers crown'd, with gay embroid'ry dreſs d: 


The men of pleaſure, drefs, and gallantry ; 
Sprightly our nights, polite are all our days; 
Courts we frequent, where tis our pleaſing care 
To pay due viſits, and addreſs the fair: 
In fat, tis true, no nymph we could perſuade, 
But flill in fancy vanquiſh d ev ry maid; 
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Of unknown ducheſſes lewd tales we tell ; 


Yet, would the world believe us, all were well, 


| "The joy let eben have, and we the name ; 


And ſcornful hiſſes run thro? all the crowd. 


And what we want in pleaſure, grant in fame. 


I Aenne 


Pleas d with the ſtrange ſucceſs, 2— pea 
Around the ſhrine, and made the ſame requeſt : 


What you (ſhe cned) unlearn'd in arts to pleaſe, | 


Slaves to yourſelf, and even fatigued with eaſe, 
Who loſe a length of undeſerving days | 
Would you uſurp the lover's dear-bought praiſe? 


- To juſt contempt, ye vain pretenders, fall; 


The people's fable, and the ſcorn of all ! 
Straight the black clarion ſends a horrid ſound, 


Lal, thoſe who boaſt of mighty miſchiefs done, 


. Enſlave their country, or uſury a throne; 


Or who their glory's dire foundation lay d 
On fov'reigns ruin d, or on friends betray'd ; 
Calm thinking villains, whom no faith could fix, 


| Oftheſe a gloomy tribe ſurround the throne, 


And beg to make th' immortal treaſons known. 
The trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire, 
With ſparks that ſeem'd to ſet the world on fire, 


At 
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At the dread ſound pale mortals flood aghaft, 
And flartled nature trembled with the blaſt. 


This having heard and ſeen, ſome pow'r unknown 


Straight chang'd the ſcene, and foatch'dme from the throne, | 
| Before my view appear d a firufture- fair, 


Its ſcite uncertain, it in earth or air; 
Not leſs in number were the ſpacious doors = 
Than leaves on trees, or ſands upon the ſhores ; 
Pervious to winds, and open ev ry way. 
And the touch'd needle trembles to the pole; 
Hither, as to their proper place, ariſe 
Or ſpoke aloud, or whiſper'd in the ear; 
Nor ever ſilence, reſt, or peace is here. 
As on the ſmooth expanſe of cryſtal lakes 
The ſinking ſtone at firſt a circle makes; 
The trembling ſurface, by the motion ſtiri d, 
Spreads in a ſecond circle, then a third; 
Fill all the wat'ry plain, and to the margin dance; 


Thus ev'ry voice and found, when firſt they break, 


On neighb' ring air a ſoft impreſſion make: 


\ i» od} vi > 


wn A.IA A OO©00© 


a a * 


I (49 1 
— then they move 3 


That, in its turn, impels the next above ; 
Thro' undulating air the ſounds are ſent, 

And ſpread o'er all the fluid element. 

” There various news I heard of love and ſtrife. 


Of peace and war, health, ſickneſs, death, and life; 


Of loſs and gain, of famine and of ſtore ; 
Of florms at ſea, and travels on the ſhore ; 
Of prodigies, and portents ſeen in air; 
Of turns of fortune, changes in the ſtate : 

The falls of fav rites, projects of the great; 

| 3 * eee 

Conſus'd, unnumber'd multitudes are found, 
a. hs. a. 
Hoſts rais'd by fear, and phantomsof a day : 
_ Afrologers, that future fates forcſhew ; 
Projeftors, quacks, and lawyers not a few ; 
And priefts, and party zealots, num'rous bands, 
With bome-born lies, ar wes from fromgn hack ; 
Each talk'd aloud, or in ſome ſecret place; 
And wild impatience ftar'd in ev'ry face. 
The flying rumours gather d as they roll'd, 
Scarce any tale was ſooner heard than told ; 
* ol 
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And all who told it added ſomething new, | 


And all who heard it made enlargements too ; 
In ev'ry ear it ſpread, on ev'ry tongue it grew. 
Thus flying eaft and weſt, and north and ſouth, 
News travell'd with increaſe from mouth to mouth, 
So from a ſpark, that kindled firſt by chance, 
Wich gaili'ring force the quick'ning flames advance; 
Till to the clouds their curling heads aſpire. 
And tow'rs and temples fink in fluods of ſite. 

When thus ripe lies are to perfettion ſprung, 
Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 
Thro” thouſand vents, impatient, forth they flow, 
And rufh in millions on the world below 3 q 
Fame fits aloft, and points them out their courſe, 
| Their date determines, and preſcribes thei: force; 
Some to remain, and fome to periſh foon ; 
Or wane and wax alternats like the moon. 
Around a thouſand winged wonders fly, 


Born by ihe trumpet's blaſt, and ſcatter'd thro' the Ry. 


There, at one paſſage, oft you might ſurvey 
A lye a d truth contending for the way; 
And long twas doubtful, both ſo cloſely pent, 
Which firſt ſhould iſſue thro' the narrow vent. 
At laſt agreed, together out they fi, 
Inſeperabl= now the truth and lye; 
The flriti companions are for ever join'd, | 
And tis or that unmix'd po mortal e er tha} ind. 


While 
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While thus I flood, intent to ſee and hear, 

One came, methonght, and whiſper'd in my car: 

What could thus high thy raſh ambition raiie ? 

Art tho, fond youth, a candidate for praife ? 
'Tis true, ſaid I, not void of hopes I came, 

For who ſo fond as youthful bards of Fame ? 

F- But few, alas ! the caſuil bleſling boaſt, 

So hard to gain, ſo eaſy to be lot. 
Hou vain that ſecond life in others breath, . 
Th' eflate which wits inherit aficr death! 

Eaſe, health, and life, for this they muſt re ſign ; 

Unſure the tenure, but how vaſt the fine ! | 
The great man's curſe, witho the gains, endure ; 

Be envied, wretched—and be flatter', poor; 
All luckleſs wits their ene mies profeſt, 

Nor fame I flight, nor for her favours call; 
F = She comes unlook'd fur, if ſhe comes at all. 

| But if ihe purchaſe coſts ſo dear a price 

As ſoothing folly, or exalting vice; 

Oh! if the muſe mul Hattet lawleſs ſway, 

And follow flill where fortnne leads the way; 

Or if no baſis bear my riſing name | 
But the fallen ruins of another's fame 
= Then teach me, heaven! te ſcorn the guilty bays, 

| Drive from my breaſt that wretched luil of praiſe 3 
Unblemiſh'd let me live. or die unknown ; 

Oh * an honeſt fame, or graut me none! 
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CER FEA WILL 


By JOHN DYER, 


9 Nymph ! with curious eye, 
Who, the purple evening, lie 
On the mouutain's lonely van, 
MOOS DIE an, 
ꝗ36—— 

Or the iuneful nightingale 

Charms the foreſt with her tale; 
Come, with all thy various hues, 
Come, and aid thy filter Muſe. 
Now, while Phœbus riding high, 

| Gives luſite to the land and ſky, 
Grongar Hill invites my ſong, 
Draw the landſcape bright and ſtrong; 
Grongar! in whoſe moſſy cells, 
Sweetly muſing Quiet dwells; 
Grongar ! in whoſe ſilent ſhade, 

For the modeſt Muſes made, 

At the fountain of a nll, 

Sat upon a flow'ry bed, 


Over mead and over wood, 


While firay'd my eyes o'er Towy's flood, 


From 
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From houſe to houſe, from hill to hill, 
Till Contemplation had her fall. 
About his checquer'd ſides I wind, 
And leave his brooks and meads behind ; 
And groves and groitos, where I lay, 
And viſtos ſhooting beams of day. 
Wide and wider ſpreads the vale, 
As circles on a'firtvoth canal: 
The mountains round, unhappy fate! 
Sooner or later, of all height, 
W ithdraw their ſummits from the ſkies, 
And leſſen as the others riſe. 
Stil l the proſpet wider ſpreads. 
Adds a thouſand woods and meads ; 
Still it wide nes, widen. Hill, 
Now I gain the mountain's brow z + 
What a landſcape lies below ! 
No clouds, no vapours, intervene ; 
But the gay, the open ſcene 
Does the face of nature ſhew 
In all the hues of heaven's bow ; 
And, ſwelling to embrace the light, 
Spreads around beneath the fight. 
Old caſtles on the cliffs ariſe, 
Proudly tow ring in the ſkies; 
| Ruſhing from the woods, the ſnires 
Seem ſrom hence aſcending fares ; 
E 3 
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Gilds the ſlee ces of the flocks, 
And glitters on the broken rocks. 
Below me trees unnumber'd riſe, 
| Beautiful in various dyes : 
The gloomy pine, the poplar blue, 
The yellow beech, the fable yew : 
And, beyond he purple grove. 
Haunt of Phillis, queen of love ! 
Gaudy as the op'ning dawn, | 
| On which a dark hill, fleep and high, 
Holds and charms the wand'ring eye. 
Deep are his feet in Towy's flood; 
His ſides are cloth'd with waving wood; 
And ancient towers crown his brow, 
That caſt an awful look below; 
So both a ſafety from the kind 
Tis now the raven's bleak abode, 
*Tis now ik apartment of the toad; 
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' And there the fox ſecurely feeds. — 
And there the pois nous adder breeds, } 
Conceal'd in ruins, moſs, and weeds © 
While, ever and anon, there falls 
Huge heaps of hoary moulder'd walls. 
Yet time has ſeen, that lifts the low 
And level lays the lofiy brow, 
Big with the vanity of ſlate: | 
But tranſient 15 the imile of Fate! | 
A little rule, a little way, 
A ſun-beam in a winter's day, 
Is all the proud and mighty have 

And ſee the rivers, how they run 
Thro' woods and meads, in ſhade and ſun? 
Sometimes ſwift, ſometimes flow, 
Wave ſucceeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep, 
Like human life, to endleſs ſleep? 
Thus is Nature's veſture wrought, 
To inſtruft our wand ring thought; 
Thus ſhe dreſſes green and gay, 
To diſperſe our cares away. 

Ever charming, ever new, 
The fountain's fall, the river's flow, 


Roughly 
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Ronghly ruſhing on the {ky ! 
The pleaſent ſeat, the ruin d tow'r, 
The naked rock, the ſhady bow'r ; 
The town and village, dome and farm, 
Each gives each a double charm, 
As pearls upon an Ethiop's arm. 

| Sec on the mountain's ſouthern ſide, 
Where the proſpett opens wide, 
Where the evening gilds the ide. 
How cloſe and ſmall tire hedges lie! 
What ftreaks of mea:low crofs the eye; 
So liule diſtant dangers ſeem ; | 
So we miltake the future's face, 
Eyed thro* hope's deluding glab. 
As yon ſummits ſoft and far, 
Clad in colours of the air, 
Which, to thoſe who journey near, 
Barren, brown, and rough appear ; 
The preſent's ſlill a cloudy day. 

O may I with myſelt agree, 
And never covet what I ſee ? 
Content me with an humble ſhade, 
My paſſions tam'd, my wiſhes laid; 
For while our wiſhes wildly roll, 
We baniſh quiet from the foul : 
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'Tis thus the buſy fan the air, 

Now, e en now, my joys run high, 
As on the mountain turf I lie: 
While the wanton zepbyr fings, 
And in the vale perfumes his wings; 
While the waters murmur deep ; | 
While the ſhepherd charms his ſheep; - 
While the birds unbounded fly, 
And with muſic fill the ſky, 

Now, e'en now, my joys run high. 


Be full, ye courts ! be great who will; 


Search for peace with all your ſkill; 
In vain ye ſearch, ſhe is not there; 
In vain ye ſearch the domes of Care! 
Graſs and flowers Quiet treads, 
Evet by each other's fide ; 
Hears the thruſh, while all is flill, 
Within the groves of Grongar Hill, 


THE 
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By Da. PARNELL. 
UV PEE kind compatiion hear my ery, 
As, when the ſummer's ſeaſons beat 
And thirſly gaps in earth are made 5 
My thoughts of comfort languiſh ſo, 

And fo my foul is broke by wos. 
Then on thy ſervant's drooping head 
Thy dews of bleſſing fweetly ſhed ; 

My dread of endleſs hell beneath; 

My ſenſe of forrow for my ſin, 

To ſpringing comfort, change within ; 
To cheerful notes of endleſs praiſe ; 
Nor let a tear mine eyes employ, 

But ſuch as owe their birth to joy: 
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Joy that ſhall reſounded be, 

While days and nights ſucceed for me. 
Be not as a Judge ſevere, 

For ſo thy preſence who may bear ? 

{I know they're written in thy book; 
But then regard my mournful cry, 

Ard look with mercy's gracious eye. 


To pay the debt to Juſtice due? 
O, render mercy*s art divine! 
Thy ſorrow proves the cure of mine! 
Thy dropping wounds, thy woeful ſmart, 
Allay the bleedings of my heart: 
Thy death, in death's extreme of pain, 
Reſtores my ſoul to life again. | 
| Guide me then, for here I burn, 
| To make my Saviour ſome return. 
Fil rife (if that will pleaſe him, ſtill: 
And fure I've heard him own it will); 
In trace his ſteps, and bear my croſs, 
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8 
By Da. YOUNG. 
| 682 is built; 

A foul in commerce with her God, is heaven; 


Feels not the tumults and the ſhocks of life ; 


The whirls of paſſions, and the ſtrokes of heart. 
A Deity believ'd, is joy begun: 

A Deity ador'd, is joy advanc'd; 

A Deity belov'd, is joy matur'd, 

| Faith builds a bridge from this world to the nent, 
Oer death's dark gulph, and all its horror hides ; 
Praiſe, the ſweet exhalation of our joy, 

That joy exalts, and makes it ſweeter ſtill ; 
Pray'r ardent opens heaven, lets down a ſlream 
Of glory on the conſecrated hour 

Of man, in audience with the Deity. | 
The firſt in heaven, and ſets his foot on hell. 
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Bleeding Rock, 


THE SPLENDID SHILLING 
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DAVID CARRICK, Ese. 
= 
JF > finely polliie es coy ene endl comics 
more humble opinion of the following little Production, 


| than ſhe who preſents it to you. Ttis a trifle which, the 


confeſſes, has but a very flender claim to your protefiion ; 
but ſhe conſiders that your name will be an ornament to 
her book, as your friendſhip has been an honour to its 


Where merit is inconteſtible, and characters are decided 
_ almoſt impertinent. It is abſurd to be induſtrious in pro- 
ving watts i» icant, that nn eur cver theught of 
controverting them. 


I may be accuſed of advancing a flariling propoſition, 
when I declare that you are an enemy to the Muſes ; but 
if it be allowed that deſcription and invention are the very 
foul of Poetry I ſhall be juſtified by the world in general, 
who conſtantly behold you diſplaying talents which cannot 
be deſcribed, „ which leave no- 
thing to be imagined, 


Vol. II. 7. A Whatever 
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— $ eniy fade mgper may Tenia rene 
red theſe little Poems into the world, I ſhall at leaſt have 
no common pleaſure in recollefting one circumſtance at 
tending them, fince they furniſh me with an occaſion of 
— EEOC CRIEn 


Tam, Sir, 
BRISTOL, Your moſt, oledient, 
Dec. 14. 1775. and very humble Servant, 
HANNAH MORE. 
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By HANNAH MORE. 
PART I. 
O noftra Vita, ch'e fe bella in viſta | 
Cam perde agevolmente in un momento, 


e chen molt* anni a grand pena & acquiſta / 


T 


And never did a worthier wicht 


PETRARCA 


HERE was a young, and valiant Knight, 
Sin ELDRED was his name, 5 


Toe rank of knighchood claim. 


Where gliding Tay, her fiream ſends fort, 
To feed the neighbouring wood, 

The ancient glory of the North, 
Sin Eipaep's caſtle ſtood. 


The youth was rich 2s youth might be 


In patrimonial dower ; 
And many a noble feat had he 


Archieved, i» hall, and hover. 


He did not think, as ſome have thought, 


Whom honor never crown'd, 


| The fame a father dearly bought, 


Cou'd make the ton renown'd., | 
A2 He 
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| Ne better thouht, a noble fire, 
Who gallant deeds had done, 

To deeds of hardihood ſhou's fire 
5 


1 
And every deed of lofiy worth 
Is but a claim for more. 


Sis EiDatd's heart was good and kind, 

Alive to pity's call ; 

A crowd of victues grac'd his mind, 
He lov'd, and felt for all, 


| Wien ed aki os ffficerd come, 
He ſhow'r'd his bounty then; 

And thoſe who cou'd not prove that claim, 
He ſuccour'd flill as men. 


But ſacred truth the Muſe compels 
His errors to impart ; 

The fault of ELDA 's heart. 

Tho' kind and gentle as the dove, 

As free from guile and art, 

And mild, and ſoft as infant love 

The feelings of bis heart; 


Yet 
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Yet if the paſſions florm'd his foul, 
By jealouſy led on 7 

The whirlwind rage diftein' controul, 
And bore his virtues down. 


Not Thule's waves fo-wildly break 
To drown the northern ſhore ; 
Not Etna's entrails fiercer ſhake ; 
Or Scythia's tempeſt roar. 
As when in ſummer's ſweeteſt day, 
To fan the fragrant moren, 
Ofer fields of ripen's corn; | 
Sudden the —— 
And all refilieks yields 
| But when, to clear his flormy breaft, 
And ſhew'd what tage had done: 


O then what anguiſh he betray'd ! 

His ſhame how deep, how true! 
He view'd the waſte his rage bad made, 
22 an the view 
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The meek-ey'd:dawn, in faffron robe, 
Proclaim'd the opꝰ ning day, 

Up coſe the fun to gild the globe, 


3 * 


When pious ELnaE⁵ walk'd abroad 
His morning vows to pay. 
And hail he univerſal Lord 
| Who gave the goodly day. 
That done—he left his woodland glade, 
And journey d far away: 


5 F Ig 


Within the boſom of a wood, 
By circling hills embrac'd, 
A lutle, modeſt manſion flood, 


While many a prouder caftle fell, 
+ Thus fafely did endure ; 
bs facred, and ſecure, 
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Which charm'd at once the raviſh'd ſenſe, 
And ſereen d an infant wood. 
The wood receiv'g an added grace, 
As pleas'd it bent to look, 
And view'd its ever verdant face 
|  Refletted ona brock. 


The ſmallneſs of the ſtream did well 
The maſter's fortunes ſhew ; 
But little flreams may ſerve to tell 
From what a ſource they flow. 
This manſion own'd an aged Knight, 
And ſuch a man was he, 
Jo tell what man ſhou'd be. 
His youth in many a well-fought field 
Was train'& betimes to war; 
His boſom, like a well-worn ſhield. 
Was grac'd with many a ſcar, 
The vigour of a green old age 
His reverend form did bear; 
And yet, alas ! the warrior · ſage 
Had drain d the dregs of care: 
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And wound its hapleſs prey; 
Twas forrow furrow'd his firm cheek, 
And turn d his bright locks grey. 
One darling daughter ſooth'd Ris cares, 
A young and beauteous dame 3 
And BixTHA was her name. 


Her heart a little facred ſhrine, 

Where all the virtues meet; 

And holy Hope, and Faith divine, 
Had claim'd it for their feat. 


She rear'd a fair and fragrant bose: 
Of wild and ruſlic tafte, 
: And thre the fereen'each ge lower 


And not a ſhrub or plant was there 
But did ſome moral yield; 

For wiſdom, by a-father's care, : 
Was found in every field. 


He thought an image of decay 


ED 
And brav'd the wintry blaſt, 
Which ſhall for ever laſt. 


He taught her that the gaudieſt flowers 
Were ſeldom fragrant found. 

But waſted ſuon their little powers, 
Lay uſeleſs on the ground: 


— roſe ſhall Lf, 
And boaſt its fragrant power, 

When life's imperfett day is paſt, 

And beauty's ſhorter hour. 

And here the virgin low d to lead 
Her inoffenſive day, 

And here ſhe oft retir d to read. 

And oft retir'd to pray. 


Embower'd ſhe grac'd the woodland ſhades, 
From courts and cities far. 

As ſhines that bright and blazing lar, 
The glory of the night, 

When failing thro' the cloudleſfs air, 
She ſheds her filver light : | 


_ 
So BIT nA ſhone — But when ſhe fpoke — 


The Muſe herſelf was heard, 
As on the raviſh'd air ſhe broke, 


2M O Mk dy ens Power Supreme, | 
© In whom] kve nnd move, 
© And bleſs me moſt by bleſſing him 

© Whom more than life I love,“ 


And with a modeſt grace 
She lifts her meek eye in ſurprize, 
And ſees a ſtrauger's face. 


The ſtranger loſt in tranſport ſtood, 
While ſhe with equal wonder view'd 
Sin Exons or RHE Bow. 
Wich Nature s pureſt dye, 
28. 
Like morning, from her eye. 
He view'd them all, and as he view'd 
And feafted on the fight, 


With 


— 4 
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With filent wonder long they gaz'd, 
And neither ſilence broke; 
7 
Enamour d Erpxzp ſpoke: e 


O facred virtue, heavenly power ! 
© Thy wanderous force I feel ; 

© I gaze, I tremble, I adore, 

_ © Yet diemy love to tell. 


My ſcorn has oft the dartrepell'd 
Which guileful beauty threw, 
© Muſt every heart ſubdue.” 


Quick. on the ground her eyes. were call, 

And now as quickly rais'd 

On whom ſhe trembling gaz d. 
Good AzpoLyn'seye his BIITAA * 

Wich glances of delight 3 

| And thus with courteous ſpeech he greets = 

The young and graceful knight; 


Thou art welcome to this place; 
© There's ſomething riſes at my heart 
s Which ſays I've ſeen that face.” 


L an} 
© Thou gen'rous Knight.” the youth rejoin'd, 
* Tho' Take knows 6» Re, 
* Iruſt I bear a grateful mi N 
L Sven EroaeD is my name. 


© Sin kassette — 
R d for worth and power ? 

* Fre , 
6 Sin EcoxzD or Taz Bowzn? 


© Now make me grateful, righteous Heaven, | 
* As thou art good to me, 

Since to my aged eyes dis given 

1 81a Exönaz 's ſon to ſee! 


Then Azpoten caught him by the hand, 
And to his aged boſom lied, 


Again he view'd him o'er and o'er, 
* Thy friendly fojourn make.” 


L 3 J 
He enter d at the gate ſtraightway 
Some needful reſt to take; 
And with them many a cheerful day 


PART IL. 


0 a ſummer's walk, 
The gaudy 8 
When FL Sir Ax bol n ſaid : 


_ © Thy father was the firmeſt friend 
© That e'er my being blell ; 

And every virtue Heaven could ſend, | 
* Faſt bound him to my breaſt. 


© Together did we learn to bear 
The caſque and ample ſhield ; 

© Together learn'd in many a war, 
* The deathful ſpear to wield 

© To make our union fill more dear, 
© We both were doum'd to prove 


. What is molt ſweet and moſt fevers | 
In heart diſſolving love. 


Did my fond heart engage; 
And ne er did Heaven the virtues write 
* Upou a fairer page, 
| Vol. II, 7. B 
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© His boſom felt an equal wound, 
© Nor ſighed we long in vain ; 
One ſummer's ſun beheld us bound 
* In Hymen's holy chain. | 


© Then well Ss Exonce's caly hat, © 
© 'Thy father's darling joy ; 

© On me a lovely daughter ſmil'd, 
© On me a blooming boy. 

that dim his flar of life ——— 
My arms receiv'd the little pair, 


Fond fooliſh tears will flow ; 


And mourn its lot of woe. 


© But grant, kind Heaven! thou ne'er y'know 


The pangs I now impart; 
© Nor ever feel the deadly blow 
That rives a huſband's heart. 


© Beſide the blooming banks of Tay, 
My angel's aſhes ſleep ; 


And wherefore hould her Ax DOI TE lay, 


Except to watch and weep ? 


J  ] 
I bore my þeautcous babes away 
Wich many a guſhing tear, 
I left the blooming baaks of Tay, 
And brought my darlings here. 
I watch'd my little houſhold cares, 
And form'd their growing youth ; 
© And fondly train'd their infant years 
© To love and cheriſh truth. | 


Thy blooming BixTHa here I fe 
Sir Ex nE ſtraight rejoin'd; * 
© But why the fon is not with thee, 
6 Reſolve my doubting mind.” 


When BIA TRA did the queſtion hear, 
| She ſigh'd, but could not ſpeak ; 
And many a ſoft and filent tear 

Stray d down her damaſk check. 


Then paſs'd o'er good Sir Azvdoten's face, 
A calt of deadly pale; 
But ſoon compos'd with manly grace 
© For him my heart too much has bled, 
Tor him, my darling ſon, 
Has forrow preſt my hoary head ; 
Byt Heav'n's high will be done ; 
—_ * Searce | 


| = = 
© Scaree eighteen winters had revoly'd, 
T To cron the circling year, 
© Before my valiant fon refolv'd 
© The warnor's lance to bear. 


Too high I priz'd my native land, 
J Toodear his fame I held, 

© T” oppole a parent's ſtern command, 
© And keep him from the field. 


© He left me—left his ſiſter too, 
Vet tears bedew'd his face 

© What could a feeble old man do ?P— 
He burſt from my embrace. 


O chirſt of glory, fatal flame! 

O laurels Cearly bought! 

+ Yo fs e 
* 


© Full manfully the brave boy ſirove, 
* Tho? preſſing rauks oppoſe ; 

© But weak the ſlrongeſt arm muſt prove 
+ Againſt an hoſt of foes. 


A deadly wound my fon receives, 
A ſpear aſſails his fide : 

6 os ms e Anpecrs fre 
6 To tell that Eowr died, 


His 
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His long lov'd mother died again 
© In Eow r's parting groan ; 

] wept forher, yet wept in vain— 
I wept for both in one. 


] wou'd have died ſought to die? 
But Heaven reſtrain'd the thought, 

And to my paſſion- clouded eye 

0 . 


When lo! Wos eff. 
6 A nymph celeſtial came; 

+ She cleard the mills that dimm'd my ght— 
* ReLicion was her name, 


6 She prov'd the challifement divine, 

And bade me kiſs the rod; 

+ She taught this rebel heart of mine 
© Submiſſion to its God. 


© REL1ic1on taught me to ſuſtain 
© What nature bade me feel ; 


He ceas'd—with ſorro and delight 

The tale Sir ExDRE ö hears. 

Then weeping cries— Thou noble Knight, 
© Forthanks accept my tears. 

= O Aaporyrs, 
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0 00 might I dare aſpire 
I Toclaim fo bright aboon! 

© Good old Sir ErDreDd was my fire 
© And thou haſt loſt a ſon. 


© And tho' I want à worthier plea 
Jo urge fo dear a cauſe ; 
Vet, let me to thy boſom be 


© My trembling tongue its aid denies ; 
For thou may ſt diſapprove; 
Oh] read the tale of love. 


Thy beauteous BIRT HA! Gracious Power, 
How cou'd I cer repine, 
Cries Axvortyn, * fince I ſee this hour ? 
© Yes—BrinTHA ſhall be thine.” 


A kitle trankent gleam of red 
Shot faintly o'er her face, 


| And every trembling feature ſpread = 
With feet diſordered grace. 


The walks ficher kindly ſmil'd 
With fulneſs of content, 
Who, batbful, bluſh'd conſent. 


o they 
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O then to paint the vaſt delight 
That fill'd Sir Erodaed's heart, 

To tell the tranſports of the Knight, 

Wou'd mock the Muſe's art, 


Will better far conceive the whole, 


The more the Knight his BI THA knew, | 
The more he priz'd the maid; 
Some worth each day produc'd to view, 
Some grace each hour betray d. 

The virgin too was fond to charm | 
The dear accompliſh'd youth; 

His ſingle breaſt ſhe ſtrove to warm, 
And crown'd, with love, his truth. 


Then beauty but on merit ſmil'd, 
Nor were her chaſte ſmiles ſold ; 
No venal father gave his child 


For grandeur, or for gold. 
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The ardour of young Ertpaed 's flame 
But ill cou'd brook delay, 
And oft he prefs'd the maid to name 
A ſpeedy nuptial day. 


The fond impatience of his breaſt 
"Twas all in vain to hide, 
When oft Sir EI DR EB prefs'd the day 

Wich was to crown his truth, 
The thoughtful Sire would figh, and ſay, 
8 8 


— the woes which wait 
d... To ſcare its dreams of joy, 
0 Nor thinks to-morrow's alter'd fate 


« May all thoſe dreams deſtroy. Tr [ 
© Andtho' the flatterer, Hope, deceives, 
8 And painted profpetts ſhews ; 


© Yet man, full cheated, — 
© Till death ihe bright ſcene ce. 


a 80 look'd my bride, ſo ſweetly mild, 
| © On me her beauty's ſlave ; 
+ But whilſt the look'd, and whilſt the ſmil dz 
+ She ſunk into the grave. | 


Vet, 


L ] 
© Yet, O forgive an old man's care, 
© Forgive a father's zeal ; 
Who fondly loves maſt greatly fear. 


© Once more in ſoft and ſacred bands 

| © Shall Love and Hymen meet; 

To morrow ſhall unite your hands, 
* And—be your bliſs complete!“ 


The rifing ſun inflam'd the ſky, 
The golden orient bluſh'd ; 

But BizTma's cheeks a ſweeter die, 
A — llult'd. 


mean. inmilk-whit veſlmens clad, 
Perform'd the myſtic rite; 
Love lit the hallow'd torch that led 


To Hymen's chaſte delight. 


How feeble language were to ſpeak. 

— Thiimmeaſurable joy | 

That fir'd Sir Ex ID's ardent cheek, 
And triumph'd in his eye! 


Sir AxDoLen's pleaſure flood a 
A pleaſure all his own; 

The guarded rapture of a breaſt 

Which many a grief bad known. 


C22 ] 


Twas ſuch a ſober ſenſe of joy 
As Angels well might keep 3 | 
A joy chaſlis d by piety, 
A joy prepar d to weep. 
To recolleẽ her ſcatter'd thought, 
And ſhun the noon-tide hour, 


The lovely bride in feeret fought 
The coolnek of her Bower. 


Long the renain'b——'cramour'd Knight 
Impatient at her flay, 

And all unfit to taſte delight 
When BrzTHA was away 3 

Betakes him to the ſecret Bower; 
| His footlleps ſoftly move; | 
Impell'd by every tender power, 

O, horror ! horror! blaſting ſight ! 
He fees his BixTHA's charms, 
Wuhan a ſtranger's arms. 
He flies to where the lovers ſtand, 


Ti En wY- Oh farewell!” 


An aged peaſant, En w v's guide, 
5 The good old An OTT A ſought; 
He told him that his boſom's pride. 


His Eowy, he had brought. 


O how the father's feelings melt! 

How faint, and how revive ! 

Juſt fo the Hebrew Patriarch felt, 
To find his ſon alive. 


© Let me behold my darling's face, 
© And blek him ere I die ! 


Then with a fwift and vigorous pace, 


He to the Bower did hie. 

O fad reverſe !—Sunk on the ground 
| His flaughter'd fon be views, = 
And dying Bin rnA cloſe he found 
oni 


Cold, ſpeechleſs, ſenſclefs, ExpzzD near | 


Gaz'd on the deed he had done ; 
Like the blank ſtatue of Deſpair, 


| 
| 
ö 
1 
i} 
j 
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So turn'd his woe-fraught eye 
When the dear deſtin'd child he view'd, 
His zeal had doom' d to die. 


He en 
A een 


Then BIaTRA faintly rais'd her eye, 

Which long had ceas d to fiream, 
On Ex DREI fix'd with many a ſigh 
Its dim, departing beam. | 

| Upon her pale face ſtand; 


The cld cold dey faſtening deat 
- MN _— 


He ſaw her ſpirit mount inair, 
Its kindred ſkies to ſeek ! 
And yet it wou'd not break. 


[ #5 J 
How wretched ErDazop died: 
Sbe draws the Grecian * Painter's veil, 
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. Jnrmis on jad nnd with, 
And man is born to bear: 

Joy is the portion of the ſkies, 
— Goa, all is care. 


* 
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9 yo the 2 FRY Ry the ke of Iphigenia 
Timant bes having exhauſted every image of grief in tlie 
by-ftanders, threw a veil over the face of the father, whoſe 

ſorrow ne was utterly unable to expreſs, PLinve 
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BLEEDING ROCK, 


By HANNAH MORE. 


The Syrian damfels to lament his fate, 

In amorous ditties all a ſummer's day 

Maile fmooth Adonis from his native rock 

Ran purple to the fea, ſuppos'd with blood 
Of Thammuz yearly wounded. Mtiiron, 


To view Sabrina's ſilver waves below, 
Liv'd LI DAMIRA; fair as Beauty's Queen, 
With all that ſofter elegance of mind 
By genius heighten'd, and by taſie refin'd. 
Yet yearly was ſhe doom'd the child of care, 
For love, ill-fated love ſubdu'd the fair. 
Ah ! what avails each captivating grace, 
The form enchanting, or the finiſh'd face? 
The foul ſuperior, or the taſte refin'd ? 
And ſenſe, to feel the pang it cannot cure, 


Zach 
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c #7 ] 

— alpird to gain her hand, 
And many a ſuiter came from many a land. 
Bot all in vain each neighb'ring youth alpird, = 
And diſtant ſuitors all in vain admir'd. ; 
Averſe to hear, yet fearful to offend, 
The lover ſhe refus'd ſhe made a friend : 
Her meek rejeftion wore ſo mild a face, 
More like acceptance ſeem'd it, than diſgrace. 
Young PoLypors, the pride of rural ſwaine, 
Was wont to viſit Belmont's blooming plains. 
Who has not hear'd that Poly. ſore cou d throw 
Th' unerring dart to wound the flying doe ? 
How leave the ſwifteſt at the race behind, : 
Ho mount the courſer, and outflrip the wind ? 
Wuh melting ſweetneſs, or with magic fire, 
Breathe the ſoft flute, or ſtrike the louder yre ? 
The Graces tun d it. and Apollo ſtrung. 

Apollo too was once a ſhepherd ſwain, 

And fed the flock, and grac'd the ruſtic plain. 
He taught what charms to rural life belong, 

The ſocial ſweetneſs, and the ſylvan ſong ; 

He taught, fair Wiſdom in her grove to woo, 
Her joys how precious, and her wants how few! 
The ſavage herds in mute attention ſtood, 

And raviſh'd Echo fill'd the vocal wood ; 
Forgot their golden harps, intent to hear, 
C2 
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Till Heav's the ſcene ſurvey'd with jealous eyes, 
And Jove, in envy call'd him to the ſkies. 
Young Polydore was rich in large domains, 
In ſmiling paſtures, and in flowery plaivs: 
Wh theſe, he boaſted each exterior charm, 
To aftthe tenderneſs he never felt, 
Ia forrow ſoften, and in anguiſh melt. 
The joy diſſembled, aud the well - feign'd fear, 
All theſe were his; and his the treach'rous art 
| Too ſoon he heard of Lindamira's fame, 
*T was each enamour'd Shepherd's fav'rite theme; 
Return'd the riſing, and the ſetting fun, 
The Shepherd's fav'rite theme was never done, — 
They prais'd her wit, her worth, her ſhape, her air! 
And even inferior beauties thought her fav. 
Such ſweet perfettion all his wonder mov'd : 
He ſaw, admir'd, nay, fancied that he lov'd : 
But Polydore no real paſſion knew, 
Loſt all to truth in feigning to be true. 
No ſenſe of tenderneſs could warm a heart, 
Too proud to feel, too ſelfiſh to impart. 
Cold as the ſnows of Rhodope deſcend, 
And with the chilling waves of Hebrus blend; 
So cold the breaſt where vanity preſides, 
And mean ſelf-love the boſom feelings guides. 
C2 To 
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Too well he kners to make his conqueſt ſure. 
Win her ſoft heart, yet keep his own ſecure. 

So oft he told the well imagin'd tale, 

So oft he ſwore hom ſhou'd he not prevail ? 
Too unſuſpetting not to be deceiv d, 

The well-imagin'd tale the nympb believ' d; 

She lov'd the youth, ſhe thought herſelf belov'd,. 

Nor bluſh'd to praiſe whom every maid approw d. 
Alas ! that youth, from Lindamira far, 

For newer conqueſts wages cruel war; 
Where injur'd Lindamira never comes ; 
Nor pities tears himſelf had: taught to flow. 

And now her eye's ſoft radiance ſeem'd to fail, 
And now the crimſon of her cheek grew pale ; 
Its ſickly empire o'er the vanqulſh'd roſe... 

Yet, as apace her ebbing life declin'd, 
Increaſing ſtrength ſuſtain d her firmer mind. 
O had my heart been hard as his, ſhe cried;. 


Aa hapleſs viiim thus 1 had not died: 


If there be gods, and gods there ſurely are,. 
© Infulted virtue doubtleſs is their care. 
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meh e my tedious fate, 


© Shorten my woes, and end my mortal date: 


pi Rach e e 


© Let me be any thing but what I am ! 
© And fince the cruel woes I'm doom'd to feel, 
© Proceed, alas! from having lov'd too well; 


© Grant me ſome form where love can have no part, 


© Nor human weakneſs reach my guarded heart. 

If pity has not left your bleſt abodes | 

Change me to flinty adamant, ye gods; 

Jo hardeſt rock, or monumental ſtone, 

« Rather than let me know the pangs I've known, 

So ſhall I thus no farther torments prove, 

© Nor taunting rivals ſay, © ſhe died for love.” 

For ſure if aught can aggravate cur fate, 

« *Tis ſcorn, or pity from the breaſt we hate. 

Fur when were pious pray'rs in vain addreft ? 
Now, flrange to tell! if rural folks ſay true, 

To harden'd rock the Riñening damſel grew; 

No more her ſnapeleſs features can be known, 

Stone is her body, and her limbs are ſtone ; 

The growing rock invades her beauleous face, 

And quickly petrifies each living grace; 

The ſlone her ſlature nor her ſhape retains, 

The nymyh is vaniſh'd, but the rock remains. 


Yet wou'd her heart its vital ſpirits keep, 
And ſcorn to mingle with the marble heap. 
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When babling Fame the fatal tidings bore, 
Grief ſeized the ſoul of perjur'd Polydore: 
Deſpair and horror robb'd his ſoul of reſt, 

And deep conpuntlion wrung hi: tortur'd breaſt, 
Then to the fatal ſpot in haſte he hied, 
And plung'd a deadly poniard iu his ſicle: 

He bent his dying eyes upon the ſlone, ws 
Aud, . Take ſweet maid,” he cried, * my parting groan.” 
Fainting, the ſteel he graſp'd, and as he fell, | 
The weapon pierc'd the rock he lov'd fo well; 

The guiltleſs ſteel affail'd the mortal part, 
And ſtabb'd the vital, vulnerable heart, 
The life-blood iſſuing from the wounded ſtone, 
Blends with the crimſon current of his own. 
And tho' revolving ages ſince have paſt, 
The meeting torrents undiminiſh'd laſt ; 
The ſtanding wonder of the ſtranger ſwain. 
No orice a year, fo ruſtic records tell, 
When o'er the heath reſounds the midnight bell ; 
On eve of Midſummer that foe to ſleep, 
What time young maids their annual vigils keep, 
The * tell-tale ſhrub ſreſh gather'd to declare 
The ſwains who falſe; from thoſe who conſtant 


„ 
When 


_ - 
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* Midſummer-men, conſulted as oracles by village maids, | 


„ 

When ghoſts in clanking chains the church- yard walk. 
And to the wondering ear of fancy talk : 
When the ſcar'd maid ſteals trembling thro' the grove, 
To kiſs the tomb of him who died for love: 
When, with long watchings, Care, at length oppreſt, 
Steals broken pauſes of uncertain reſt ; 
Nay Gri:f ſhort ſnatches of repoſe can take. 
And nothing but Deſpair is quite awake: 
Then, at that hour, ſo flill, ſo full of fear, 
When ail things horrible to thought appear, 
Is perjur'd Polydore obſerv'd to rove 
A ghalily ſpefire thro the gloomy grove 3 
Then to the Rock, the Bleeding Rock repair, 
Where fadly ſighing, it diſſolves to aw. 

Sull when the hours of folemn rites return, 
IP eee e 
Free 
But the firſt daffodil, and earlicit roſe : 


Here bnilds the wood-lark, here the faithful dove. 
Laments her loſt, or wooes her living love. 
Secure from harm is every hallow'd neſt, 

The ſpot is ſacred where true lovers reſt. 


„ 
To guard the rock from each malignant ſprite 
A troop of guardian ſpirits watch by night 
Aloft in air each takes his little and, 
| The neighb'ring hill is hence cail'd Fairy Land® 
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By Dr. YOUNG. 

uc is talk'd of bli; it is the art 

Of ſuch as have the world in their poſſeſſion, 

To give it a good name, that fools may envy : 

For envy to ſmall minds is flattery. 

How many lift the head, look gay, and ſmile, 

Againſt their conſciences ! And this we know ; 

Yet, knowing, diſbelieve; and try again 

And revereud grey threeſcore is but a voucher, 

That thirty told is true. 
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* By contraction Failand, a hill wel! known in So- 
| merſetfhure ; not far from this is The Bleeding Rock, 
| from which conflantly iſſues a crimſon current, 
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SPLENDID SHILLING, 
As Imitation of Milton, 


By JOHN PHILLIPS. 


— miſe, > | 


* Things unattempted yet, in proſe or rhyme,” 


1 filken, or in leathern purſe retains 
A Splendid Shilling : he nor hears with pain 


Ne oyſterscry'd, nor ſighs for chearful ale; 


To Juniper's-Magpye, or Town-Hall “ repairs : 


APP the man, who void of cares and firife, 


Transfix'd his ſoul, and kindled amorous flames, 
Chloe, or Phillis; he each cucling glaſs 
Mean while, he ſmoaks, and langhs at merry tale, 
But I, whom griping penury ſurrounds, 
And hunger, ſure attendant upon want, 
(Wrer ched repaſt!) my meagre corps ſultain ; 


Then 


iF » 


| 


Tuo noted Ale-houfes in Oxford. 
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| Upon a cargo of fam'd Ceſſrian cheeſe, 


[3s] 
Then ſolitary walk, or doze at home 


In garret vile, and with a warming puff 
Regale chill'd fingers ; or from tube as black 


As winter-chimney, or well-poliſh'd jet, 
Exhale Mundungus, ill-perfuming ſcent : 


Not blacker tube, nor of a ſhorter ſize 


Smoaks Cambro-Briton (vers'd in pedigree, 
Sprung from Cadwalader and Arthur, kings 
Full famous in romantic tale) when he 
O'er many a craggy hill and barren cliff, 


High over-ſhadowing rides, with a deſign 
To vend his wares, or at th'Arvonian mart, 
Or Maridunum, or the ancient town 


'Yelip'd Brechina, or where Vaga's ein 


With Maſſic, Setin, or renown'd Falern. 
Thar, while my jaylnfs mxiances exilons fave, 


Horrible monſter ! hated by gods and men, 


To my aerial citadel aſcends, 
ALtddecaaen 
With hideous accent thrice he calls, I know 
The voice ill-boding, and the folemn found. 
What ſtiou'd 1 do P or whither turn P amaz'd, 
Confounded, to the. dark receſs I fly 


26] 
Throꝰ ſudden fear; a chilly ſweat bedews 
My ſhudd'ring limbs, and (wonderful to tell !) 
My tongue forgets her faculty of ſpeech 
So horrible he ſeems ! his faded brow 
Entrench'd with many a frown, and conic beard, 


| And ſpreading band, admir'd by modern ſaints, 


| Difafirous afls forebode 3 in his right hand 
Long ſcrolls of paper ſolemnly he waves, 
With charaflers, and figures dire inſerib'd, 
Grievous to montal eyes; ye gun great 
nnen! | 
Sullen of aſpett, by the vulgar call'd 
A Catchpole, whoſe polluted hands the gods 
Wich force increbible, and magic charms 
Erflhaveendu'd, ifhe hisample palm = 
Should haply on ill-fated ſhoulder lay 
Of debtor, ſtraight his body, to the touch 
| Obſequious, (as whilom knights were wont) 
To ſome inchanted callle is convey'd, 
Where gates impregnable, and coercive chains 
In durance firift detain him, till in form | 
Of money, Pallas ſets the captive free. 

| Beware, ye debtors, when ye walk beware, 
Be circumipeR; oft with infiduous ken 
Lies perdue in a nook or gloomy cave, 
Prompt toinchant ſome inadvertem wretch 
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Wich his unhallow'd touch. So (poets fing) 


Grunalkin to domeſtic vermin ſworn 


An everlaſting foe, with watchful eye 
Lies nightly brooding o'er a chinky gap, 
Jure ruin. So her diſembowell'd web 


Arachne in a hall, or kitchen ſpreads, 
Obvious to vagrant flies : ſhe ſecret flands 
Within her woven cell; the humming prey, 


Regardleſs of their fate rulk on the twils 


Their arts, or arms, ow tt ee, 


And butterfly proud of expanded wings = 
Dina with gold, entangled in her ſnares, 
Uſcleks refiſtance make: with eager rides, 


She tow'ring flies to her expected ſpoils ; 


Then, with envenom'd jaws the vital blood 


This world invelop, and th'inclement air 
With pleaſant wines, and cracking blaze of wood ; 
Me, lonely fitting, nor the glimmering light 


Of loving friend delights ; diſtrefs'd, forlorn 
Amidſt the horrors of the — night, Es | 
Vol. II. 7. D Darkling | 


„ 
Darkling I figh, and feed with diſmal thoughts 
My anxious mind; or ſometimes mournful verſe 
Or deſperate lady near a purling flream, 
Or loverpendent on a willow-tree. 
Mean while I labour with eternal drougnt, 
And refllefs with, and rave; my parched throat 

Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes repoſe: 

But if a flumber haply does invade 
My weary limbs, my fancy's Hill awake, 
| Thoughtful of drink, and eager, in a dream, 
Tipples imaginary pots of ale, 
In vain ;, awake I find the ſettled thirſt 

Still gnawing, and the pleaſant phantom curſe. 
Nor taſte-the fruits that the ſuns genial rays 
Mature, John- Apple, nor the downy Peach, 

Nor Walnut in rough ſurrow d coat ſecure, 4 * 
Nor Medlar-fruit, delicious in decay : 
Afflictions great! yet greater lil remain: 
My Galligaſkins that have long withſtood 
The winter's fury, and encroaching froſts, 

By time ſubdu'd, (what will not time ſubdue !) 

An horrid chaſm diſcloſe, with orifice 
Wide, diſcontinuous ; at which the winds 
Eurus and Aufter, and the dreadful force 
Tumultuous enter with dire chilling blaſls, — „ 


mow 
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Portending agues. T!.us a well-fraught ſhip 
Long iui'd ſecure, or theo? th /Egean deep, 
Or the Ionian, till cruizing near 
The Lilybean ſhore, with hideous cruſh - 
On Scylla, ot Charibdis (dang'rous rocks) 
She ſtrikes rebounding, whence the ſhatter d oak, 
So fierce a ſhock unable to withſtand, 
Admits the ſea, in at the gaping fide 
The crowding waves guſh with impetnous rage, 
Reſiſileſs, overwhelming ; horrors ſcize 
The mariners, death in their eyes appears. 
They flare, they lave, they pump, they ſwear, they 
(Vain efforts!) flill the battering waves ruſh in, (pray 3 
Implacable, till delug d by the foam, 
The ſhip finks found' ring in the vaſt abyſs. 


»s=- SCENES 


SCENES or xr YOUTH, 


By JOHN RANNIE. 


cannot but remember fuck things were, 
And were moſt precious to me. SHAKESPEAR, 
— of my youth! ye once were dear, 
— Tho' fadly I your charms ſurvey ; 
I once was wont to linger here, 
From early dawn to cloſing day. 
Scenes of my youth! pale forrow flings 
A ſhade o er all your beauties na; 
And robs the moments of their wings, 
| That ſcaiter'd pleaſurs as they flew. 
While, flill, to heighten every care. 
Rellettion tells me, ſuch things were. 


'Twas here a tender mother flrove 
To keep my happineſs in view; 
I ſmil'd beneath a parent's love, 
That ſoft compaſſion ever knew. 
In whom the virtues all combin'd ; 
On whom I could with faith rely; 
To whom my heart and ſoul were join'd 
By mi'd affefiion's primal tie! 
Who ſmiles in Heav'n, exempt from care, 
Vill I remember ſuch things were! 


( 4. ] 
Tas here (where. calm and tranquil reſt 
Oeerpays the peaſant for his toil) 
That, firſt in bleſſing, I was bleſt 
With glowing friend{lap's open ſmile. 
My friend, far diſtant doom'd to roam, 
Now braves the fury of the ſcas : 
Ie fled his peaceful happy home, 
IIis little fortune to increaſe. 
While bleeds afreſh the wound of care, 
_ *'Twas here—ev'n in this blooming grove, 
I fondly gaz d on Laura's charms, 
Who, bluſhing, own'd a mutual love; 
And mel ted i n my youthful arms. 
Tho' hard the ſoul · conſli cting ſlrife, 
Vet fate, the cruel tyrant bore 
Far from my fight, the charm of life— 
'The lovely maid whom I adore. 
It fills my ſoul with tender care, 
When I remember ſuch things were. 
Here firſt I ſaw the morn appear 
Of guileleſs pleaſure's ſhining day; 
I met the dazzling brightneſs here. 
Here mark d the ſoft declining ray: 
—Beheid the ſkies whoſe ſtreaming kghe 
| Gave ſplendor to the parting ſun; 
Now loft in ſorrow's fable night ! 
And all their mingled glories gone: 
Till death, in pity end my care, 
I auf} remember ſuch things we re. 


D DAMON 


DAMON * ALFREDA 
By FOHN RANNIE. 


PPE former night wncka and fil; 
The ſea was ſmooth, the winds were low: 
And from its ſource the village rill, 
Retir'd with mournful lapſe and flow. 
The ſorrowing dove prolong d her moan, 
Ide moon with ſoften'd luſtre ſhone. 


All beauteous glow'd. with ſilvery ſhene ; 
While fair Alfreda's lovely eyes 
Wich milder luſhe grac'd the ſcene. 
As o'er a barren rock the lean de, * 
Ard view's the wat'ry ſwell below, 
She thus her penſive boſom ſtrain'd, 
With themes of recollefied woe. 


© When doom'd by unrelenting fate, 
My charmer ilet] his native land, 
What agonies did love create, 
As blooming Damon left the ſtrand ? 
8 oa 
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See the Vignette. 


hs 


F 43 J 
© As hov'ring o'er the veſſel's fide, 


© And firegih'ning breezes lift the tide, 


e 22 


. I gave to grief the tender tear, 5 
Which melted on my Damon's heart, 

As ſtruck on my aſtomiſh'd ear, | 
© The dreaded ſignal of © Depart.” 

& Encircled in his fond embrace. 

I firove to lengthen our adieu, 

Till from that ſhrine of matchleſs grace, 
© Forc'd by a rude unfeeling crew. 


And ſwift, unbeld by love's controul, 
© OFer breaking waves the veſſel flew, 
* I faw the day-itar of my foul 
My eyes, while faſt he urg d his flight, 
« Purſu'd the objett of their care; 6 
My tearſul eyes purſu d, till fight 
Was loſt in undiſtinguiſh d air! 
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By RICHARD SAVAGE. 


od rar ay clo wg 
& The Muſe, exulting, thus: her lay began: 


Bleſt be the Baſlard's birth! through wond'rous ways 


He ſhines eccentric like a comet's blaze! 

He lives to build, not boaſt, a generous race : 
No tenth tranſmitter of a fooliſh face. 
Hisdaring hope no fire's example bounds ; 
His firſt-born lights no prejudice confounds. 
He, kindling from within, requires no flame; 
He glories in a Baſtard's glowing name. 

Born to himſelf, by no poſſeſſion led, 

In freedom foſter d, and by fortune fed ; 


Nor guides, nor rules, his ſovereign choice controul, 


His body independant as his ſoul; 
Looe'd to the world's vide range—enjoin'd no ain, 
Preſcrib'd no duty, and afſhign'd no name: 
Nature's unbounded fon, he ftands alone, 
His heart unbiaſs d, and his mind his own. 
O Mother, yet no mother! tis to you 
My thanks for ſuch diſtinguiſh'd claims are due. 
You, unenſlav d to Nature's narrow laws, 
| Warm chawpionck for Seren Sade, 


From 
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| | But thought to purpoſe and to aft were one; 


| 
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From all the dry devoirs of blood and line, 
From ties maternal, moral, and divine, 
Diſcharg'd my graſping ſoul ; puſh'd me from ſhore, 
And launch'd me into life without an oar. 

What had I loſt, if. conjugally kind, 
By nature hating, yet by vows confin'd, 
And coldly conſcious of a huſband's right, 


Lou had faintdrawn me with a form alone. 


Then, while your backward will retrench'd defire, 


Load of your life, and motive of your care 3 


4» Lordly negleAful of a worth unknown, | 


And flumb'ring in a ſeat by chance my own. 
Far nobler bleſſings wait the Baſtard's lot; 
Conceiv'd in rapture, and with fire begot ! 
Strong as neceſſity, he ſtarts away, 

Thus unprophetic, lately miſinſpic'd, 
1 fung : gay flutt'riug hope my fancy fir d; 
Inly ſecure, through conſcious ſcorn of ill, 
| Rafhly deceiv'd, I ſaw no pits to ſhun, 


5 WW» 
Heedleſs what pointed cares pervert his way, 
Whom cantion arms not, and whom woes betray ; 
I fly to ſhelter, while the tempeſts preſs ; 
My Muſe to grief reſigns the varying tone, 

O Memory ! thou ſoul of joy and pain! 
Thou aftor of our paſſions o'er again! 
Why doſt thou aggravate the wretch's woe ? 
Why add continuous ſmart to ev'ry blow ? 
Few are my joys; alas, how ſoon forgot ! 
On that kind quarter thou invad'ſt me not: 
While ſharp and numberleſs my ſorrows fall; 
Vet thou repeat'ſt and wultplieſt them all! 

Is chance a guilt ? that my diſaſtrous heart, 
For miſchief never meant, muſt ever ſmart ? 
| Can ſelf-defence be fin? — Ah, plead no more 
4 mne 
Thou had'lt not been pol A6, thou hadlt died. 

Far be the guilt of homeſbed blood from all 
On whom, unſought, cmbroiling dangers fallz—” a | 
Still the pale dead revives, and lives tome | 


To me, through pity s eye condemn'd to-fee ! 
Griev'd I forgive, and am grown cool too late. 
Young and unthoughtful then, who knows, one day, 


He 
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He might have liv'd till fully died in ſhame. 
Till kindling wiſdom felt a thirſt for fame. 
He might perhaps his country's friend have. prov'd 3 
Both happy. generous, candid, and below d; 
He might have ſav d ſome worth now doom'd to fall; 
And I perchance, in him, have murder'd all. 

O fate of late repentance, always vain! 

Thy remedies but Jull undying pain. 
Where ſhall my hope find reſt P No Mother's care 
No father's gnardian hand my youth maintain d, 
Call'd forth my virtues, or from vice reſtrain d, 
Is it not thine to ſnatch ſome pow rful arm, 
Firſt to advance, then ſkreen from future harm? 
Am I return'd from death, to live in pan? 
Or would imperial pity fave in vain ? | 
Diſtruſt it not—what blame can mercy find, 
Which gives at once a life, and rears a mind ? 
Mather miſcall'd, farewel !—of ſoul ſevere, 
This fad reflefiion yet may furce one tear: 
All I was wretched by, to you I ow'd ; 
Aione from ſtrangers ev'ry comfort flow'd ! 

Loſt to the life you gave, your ſon no more, 

And now adopted, who was doom'd before, 

New-born, I may a nobler Mother claim, 
Supremely lovely, and ſerenely great! 
Majeſtic Mother of a kneeling State l 
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Qu Ex of a people's heart, who ne er before 
One conteſt yet remains in this defire, 
| Who molt ſhall give applauſe, where all admire, 


FAITH ax» REASON, 
By Dr. YOUNG. 
The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear. 
Reaſon the root, fair faith is but the flow'r ; 
The fading flow'r ſhall die; but reaſon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the Ri. 
Wben faich is virtue, reaſon makes it ſo. 


z"Tis reaſon that our Maſter holds ſo dear; 

Tis reafon's injur'd rights His wrath reſents ; 
Tu reaſon's voice obey'd His glories crown 3 
To give loſt reaſon life. He pour'd his own: 
Believe, and ſhew the reaſon of a man; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb ; 
Turo reaſon's wounds alone thy faith can die; 
And dips in venom his twice-mortal fling, 
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ODE ON THE DEATH OF Ma. THOMSON, 


By Mr. COLLINS. 


the Thames, near 


. 
The year's beſt ſweets ſhall duteous riſe, 
To deck its Poet's ſylvan grave? 


ba ace bee 


Then wiki tf rants elites hw, 
And, while its ſounds at diftance fwcll, 
Shall fadly ſeem in Pity's ear 
To hear the woodland's pitgrim's knell. 
Remembrance oft ſhall haunt the ſhore 
When Thames in ſummer wreaths is dreſl, 
And oft ſufpend the daſhing oar 
To bid his geniſe ſpirit tell ! 


And oſt as caſe and healthretire 


unn | 
42 - 
But 
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But thou, who own'ſt that earthy bed, 
Ah! what will every dirge avail ? 

| Thet mours beneath the gliding fol! 


Yet lives there one whoſe heedleſs eye 

| Shall ſcorn thy pale ſhrine glimmering near ? 

With him, ſweet bard, may fancy die, 
And joy deſert the blooming year. 

But thou, lorn ſtream, whoſe ſullen tide 
No ſedge-crown'd ſiſters now attend, 

Now waft me from the green-hill's fide 
Whoſe cold turf hides the buried friend! " 


And ſee, the fairy vallies fade, 
Dun night has veil'd the ſolemn view! | 
Yet once again, dear parted ſhade, 
Meek nature's child, again adieu! 
The genial meads aſſign'd to bleſs 
Thy life, ſhall mourn thy early doom! 
Long, long, thy ſtone and pointed clay 
Shall melt the muſing Briton's eyes: 
O vales; and wild woods, ſhall he fay, 
In yonder grave a Druid lies. 
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PROGRESS of POESY 
By Mz. GRAY. 
2 4% 
WAKE, Eolian lyre, awake, 


And give to rapture all thy trembling firings. 
Fram Helicon's harmonious ſprings 


A thouſand ills their mazy progreſs take: 


The laughing flow'rs that round them blow, 

Now the rich ſlream of muſic winds along, 

Deep, mejeflic, ſmooth, and ſtrong, 

Thro' verdant vales, and Ceres golden reign: 

Now rolling down the ſteep amain, 

Headlong, impetuous, ſee it pour; 

The rocks and nedding groves rebellow to the roar. 
| „ > 

O ſovereign of the willing ſoul, 

Parent of ſweet and folemn-breathung airs, 


Enchanting ſhell! the ſullen cares 


And frantic paſſions hear thy ſofi controul 


Lan. 


Has curb'd the fury of his car, 

And dropp'd his thirlly lance at thy command. 
Perching on the ſcepier'd hand 

Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king | 
Wich rullled plumes, and flagging wing: 


'Quench'd in dark clouds of ſlumber lie 


+ was of tis lonk, and lighining of his eye. 
E 2 Thee 


Temper thy tho 

Oer Idalia's velvet green 

The roſy-crowned loves are ſeen 

On Cycherea's day, 

Wich anuc ſports and blue · eyed pleaſures, 
Friſking light in frolic mea ſure; 

Now in circling troops they meet; 

To briſk notes in cadence beating, 
—— pers” e 

Where'er ſhe turns, 2 
With arms ſublime, that float upon the air, 
In gliding flate ſhe wins her eaſy way: 
O'er her warm cheek, and tiſing boſom, move 


The u of young dere, and purple light of love. 


H. 2. 

Man's feeble race what ills await ! 
Labour and penury, the racks of pain, 
Diſeaſe, aud forruw's weeping train; | 
And death, fad refuge from the ſlurms of fare} 
The fond complaint, my ſong. diſprove, 
And juſtify the laws of Jove. 
Say, has he given in vain the heavenly Muſe 1 

Night, and all her ſickly dews, 
ler ſpettres wan, and birds of boding cry, 
He gives to range ihe dreary ſly: 
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Till down the eaſtern cliffs afar | 
+ pan march they ſpy, and glitt'ring ſhafts of war. 
II. 2. 
In elimes beyond the ſolar road, 
Where ſhaggy forms o'er ice · built mountains roam, 
The Muſe has broke the twilight gloom, 
To cheer the ſhiv'ring native's dull abode. 
And oft, beneath the odꝰ'rous ſhade 
Of Chili's boundleſs foreſts laid, ok 
She deigns to hear the ſavage youth _ 
In looſe numbers, wildly ſweet, 
Their feather-cinfiur'd chiefs, and duſky loves. 
Her track, where'er the goddeſs roves, 
Glory purſues, and gen'rous ſhame, 
Th uncenquenatle mad, and freedom's holy flame. 
DE © 
| Wenk, ds wee es Delphi's ſleep ; 
Iſles, that crown th" /Egean deep; 
Fields, that cool Iliſſus laves, 
Or where Mzender's amber waves 
In ling'riag lab rinths creep, 
| How do your tune ful echoes languiſh, 
Mute but to the voice of anguiſh! 
Where each old poetic mountain 
Inſpiration breath'd around; 
Ev'ry ſhade and hallow'd fountain 
Murmur'd deep a folema found; _ 
E3 Tin 
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Till che fad Nine, in Greece's evil hour, 
Alike they ſcorn the pomp of tyrant pow'r ; 
And coward vice, that revels in her chains. 
When Latium had her lofty ſpirit loſl, 
They fought, O Albion! next thy ſea- encireled coalt. 
III. . | 
Far from the fun and ſummer gale, 
In thy green lap was nature's darling laid, 
What time, where lucid Avon flray'd, 
To him the mighty mother did unveil 
Her awful face: the dauntleſs child 
Stretch'd forth his little arms, and ſmil'd, 
This pencil take (ſhe faid) whoſe colours clear 
Richly paint the vernal year: 
Thine io theſe golden keys, immortal bey! 
Tho outer. te aaa fey 5 | 
Oc ope the ſacred n Gate: wn, 
III. 2. 
Nor ſecond he, chat rode ſublime 
Upon the feraph wings of ecſtacy, 
The ſecrets of th" abyb to (py. 
He paſs'd the flaming bounds of place and time. 
The living throne, the ſapphire blaze, 
Where angels tremble while they gaze, 
He ſaw ; but, blaſted with exceſs of light, 
Clos d his eyes in endleſs night, | 
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Behold, where Dryden's lefs preſumptuous car 

Wide o'er the fields of glory bear | 

Two courſers of ethereal race, 

With necks1n thunder cloth'd, and long reſounding pace. 


III. 3. 

| Hark, his hands the lyre explore! 
Bright-eyed fancy, hov'ring o'er, 

Scauters from her piftur'd urn 

Thoughts that breathe, ks Gods 

But, ah! *ts heard no more— 

_ Olyre divine! what daring ſpirit 
Wakes thee now ? tho' he inherit 

Thro' the azure deep of air; 

Such forms as glitter in the Mufe's ray, 

With onent hues, unborrow'd of the fun : 

| Yet ſhall he mount, and keep his diſtant way 

Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 

Bencath the good how far—buu far above the great ! 


THE 
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TEARS OF SCOTLAND, 
By Dr. SMOLLET. 


I FFOURN, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 

b Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurels torn! 
Thy ſons, for valour long renown d, 

Lie flaughter'd on their native ground; 
Invite che ſtranger to the door; 

In ſmoky ruins ſunk they lie, 

The monuments of cruelty. 


His all become they prey of war: 
Bethinks him of his babes and wife; 
Then mites his breaſt, and curſes life, 1 
Thy ſwains are famiſh'd on the rocks, 
Where once they fed their wanton flocks : 
Thy raviſh'd virgins ſhriek in vain; | 

| What boots it, then, in ev'ry clime, 
Thro' the wide-ſpreading waſte of time, 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praiſe, 
Still ſhone with undimiſh'd blaze ? 
Thy tow'ring ſpirit now is broke, 
Thy neck is bended to the yoke ; 

By civil rage and rancour fell. 


l 
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No more ſhall cheer the happy day: 
No ſocial ſcenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter night: 
No ftrains but thoſe of ſorrow flow, 
And nought be heard but ſounds of woe; 
_ Glide nightly 9'er the filent plain. 


On baneful cauſe, oh fatal morn, 


Accurs'd to ages yet unborn ! 

The ſons againſt their fathers ſtood ; 
Yet, when the rage of battle ceas d, 
The viſtor's ſoul was not appeas d: 


| Forſaken, wanders o'er the heath ; 

Her helpleſs orphans cry for bread ; 

Bereſt of ſhelter, foqd, and friend, 

She views the ſhades of night deſcend ; 

And, ſtretch'd beneath th'inclement ſkies, 
Weeps oer her tender babes, and dies. 


T8] 

| Reſentment of my country's fate 

And, fp.te of her inſulting foe, 

My ſympathifing verſe ſhall flow : 

« Mourn, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 
Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurels torn !* 


ODE ro MIRTH, 
5 Dr. SMOLLET. 


PARENT ofjey! heart-ealing meh! 
Whether of Venus or Aurora born ! 
Yet Goddeſs ſure of heavenly bich, 
Viſit benign a ſon of grief forloru: 
Thy glitt'ring colours gay 
Around him, Mirth, diſplay; 
And o'er his raptur'd ſenſe 
Diffuſe thy living influence : 
So ſhall each hiil, in purer green array'd, 
And flower-adorn'd in new-born beauty glow ; 
The grove ſhall ſmooth the horrors of the ſhade. 
And ſtreams in murmurs ſhall forget to flow. 
Shine, Goddeſs, ſhine with unremitted ray, 
2 
Labour 
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If thou be nigh, grief's hate is vain, 
And weak th'uplifted arm of tyranny. 
His univerſal eye; 
And on the world doth pour 
His glories in a golden ſhow'r. EY 
Lo! Darkneſs trembling fore the hoſlile ray, 
Shcinks to the cavern deep and wood forlorn : 
Troop in her rear, aud fly th'approach of morn. 
Pale ſhiv'ring ghoſts, that dread th'all-cheering light 


O'er the long proſpeft wide ? 
"Tis mirth. I fee her ſit 
In majeſty of light, 
With laughter at her fide. 
Fear not now affliftion's pow'r, 
Fear not now wild paſſion's rage 
Nor fear ye aught, in evil hour, 
Save the tardy hand of age. 
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Now mirth has heard the ſuppliant poet's pray'r 
No cloud that rides the blaſt ſhall vex the troubled air. 


— . oo—— 


The REASON for deſcribing the Vices of the VILLAGE 
By Mr. CRABBE, 

© why, you aſk, theſe hamble crimes relate, 

Why make the poor as guilty as the great ? 

To ſhew the great, thoſe mightier fons of pride, 

How near in vice the loweſt are allied; 
Such are their natures, and their paſſions ſuch, 
But theſe diſguiſe too little, thoſe too much: 
So ſhaff the man of pow'r andpleaſute ſee 

In his on flave as vile a wretch as be, 

In his luxurtant lord che ſervant find 


Hu ownlow pleaſures and degenerate mind ; 


And each in all the kindred vices trace 

| Of a poor, blind, bewilder'd, erring race ; 
Die, and are equal in the duſt at laſt. 

And you, ye poor, who ſtill lament your fate, 
Forbear to envy thoſe you reckon great; 
And know, amid thoſe bleſhngs they poſſefs. 
They are, like you; the viflinhs of diſtreſs ; 
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TO THE 


QUEE N. 


MADAM, 
MY on te to the great honor 1 now do gf is 
. the obligation I have formerly received from your 
royal indulgence ; which I remember with the utwoft gra- 
titude. I was indeed uneaſy, till I had bethought my- 


| | ſelf of ſome means of relieving my heart, by expreſſing 


its acknowledgment. My inclination carried me to poetry; 
your virtues determined me to ſacred poetry above all 
} other ; and in that kind there is no ſubject more-exalted 
and affecting, than this which I have choſen. Its very 
firſt mention ſnatches away the ſoul to the borders of eter- 
nity, ſurrounds it with wonders, opens to it on every 
hand the moſt ſurpriſing ſcencs of awe and aſtoniſhment, 
and terminates its view with nothing leſs than the fulneſs 
of glory, and the throne of God. 

JFF 
ching of ſo grave and ſolemn a nature to preſent uſelf be- 
fore you, and mingle wich the gaiety and ſplendor of uni- 
verfal joy and thankſgiving : yet if we confider that the 

Vol. II. & A thoughts 
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* thoughts which you will meet in the following pages, ate 


ſuch as are ever uppermoſt in your own heart; and that 
in all probability, thoſe great bleſſings, which your peo- 
ple now enjoy, are the reward of that religious bent of 
mind, and virtuous diſpoſition in their prince; I hope that 


may ſeem leſs foreign and unſeaſonable, which is the root 


of the felicity 2 and ſhedding its 
ripened fruits upon our land. 

Tux v are flrangers to your Majeſty, who think, when 
they write tothe Britiſh throne, that victories and triumphs 


muſt be their conſlant theme; they know not there is ſome- | 


your glory. They have not attended to your unbounded 
neroſity to thoſe who ſerve at the holy altar; they never 
ſufficiently admired your reſolution of building magnifi- 
cently to the Lord, and ſetting wide the gates of ſalvation: 
m a word, they are flil! to be informed, that prudent 
councils and ſucceſsful arms, well- ordered ſtates, and 
humbled foes, are only * of your molt 1þ 
Juftrious reign. 


ſeated on your throne, ſurrounded with your faithful 


counſellers, and mighty men of war, iſſuing forth com- | 


K people, or giving audience to the 
great princes and powerful rulers of the earth. But why 
Would we confine your glory here ? I os ps to ſee 


you 
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Ir is, Madam, a proſpett truly great, to behold you | 
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you riſe from this lower world, ſoaring abore the clouds, 


paſſing the firſt and ſecond heavens, leaving the fixed ſtars 


behind yon; nor will I loſe you there, but keep you ſtill 


in riew through the boundlefs ſpaces on the other fide of 


creation, in your journey towards eternal bliſs, until F 
behold the heaven of heavens opens, and angels receiving 
and conveying you ſtill onward Bums hs Bund af wp 


8 imagination, which tires in her purſuit, and falls back 


again to the earth. 
Wuar a panegyric is it on human nature to conſider, 
that it ſhall come to paſs in ſome future time, through 


which the thread of your exiflence ſhall run, that yo 


yourſelf may forget this glorious year, or make its remem- 
brance only ferve by compariſon to recommend ſuperior 


| | honors, and more ſplendid renown ? Let us tremble at 


the power of God, and adore the profuſion of his goodneſs 
on us his creatures? We behold thee, O OQuren! 


greater in peace than war, great in thy alliance, great in 
thy ſelf ; we ſee thee bleſſing thy people, and compoſing 
the ſlriſes of Europe; we ſurvey thee in this full light, 


eee tee eee eee 
not yet begun. 

Sue n thoughts might appear too warm and affefted on 
another occaſion ; but they are ſo natural to him ho pre 
ſents ſuch a theme to ſuch a Queen, that they are not 
without violence to be ſuppreſſed. When at your royal 
leiſur e you turn over the following ſheets, if you kad any 


L 4 1 


intercede for pardon of my many defects and errors. 
Tuar Four reign may be as pious as it is glorious, and 


religion as it will of eminent talents, and extraordinary 


capacities; that it may not only ſhine in hiſtory, and be 
great in the annals of the earth, but alſo be ſet down in- 


the obſervation of angels, and with diflinguiſhed characters 
beAvritten in the book of life, to give joy at the Great 
Day; is the conſlant prayer of him Wow as molt par- 
nauely bigpd nie, 


Your Majeſty's moft humble, 
| And moſt gbedient Subjeft, 
EDWARD YOUNG. 
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give poſterity as many inſtances of exemplary virtue and 
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And aſk my anxious heart, if it be mine. 
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By EDWARD YOUNG. 


BOOK I. 
| 3 | * 
Toje pater media nimborum in nocte, coruſca 
Fulmina molitur dextra ; quo maxima motu 
Terra tremit, fugere feræ, et mortalia corda 


Per gentes, humilis ſtravit pavor vici 


. VA PLE others fog the forme of he great 


Empire and arms, and all the pomp of late z 


Wich Britain's hero * ſet their ſouls on fire, 


And grow immortal as his deeds afpire ; 

I draw a deeper ſcene: a ſcene that yields 

A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields ; 

The world alarm d, beth earth and heav'n o'erthrown, 
And gaſping nature's laſt tremendous groan ; 


Death's ancient ſeeptre broke, the teeming tomb, 


The righteous judge, and man's eternal doom. 
*Twixt joy and pain I view the bold deſign, 


A3 Whatever 
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* The Duke of Marlborough, = 


— _ 


| 1 

Whatever great gf dreadfy has been done, 
1 Within the fight of conſcious flars or fun, 
15 far beneath my daring : I look down 
On all the ſplendors of the Britiſh crown ! 
th giobe is for wy verſe 2 nornger houng; | 
Attend me all ye glorious wo 
OO! ye Angels, hou 4 ; 
Orr various order, place, and kind, 
Hear and aſhſt a feeble morial's lays, 
"Tis your Eternal King I ftrive io praiſe, _ 

But chiefly thou, Great Ruler! Lord of ll! 
IF at thy nod, from diſcord, wile ode - . 
Sprang Beauty, and yon ſparkling worlds of light, 
Exalt een me: all inward tumults quell ; | 
The clouds and darkneſs of my mind diſpel! ; 
To my great ſubjef thou my breaſt inſpire, 
And raiſe my labouring foul with equal fire. 
In God's great offspring, beanteous nature's face : 
See ſpring's gay bloom; ſee golden autudn's flore ; 
| Jt makes atide, and-wind-bound navies fail. 
Here, foreſts riſe, the mountain's awful price; 
Here, rivers meaſure climes, and worlds divide : 
There, vallies fraught with gold's reſplendent ſeeds, 
Hold kings, and kingdoms fortunes in their beds: 


Ta 

There, to the ſkies, aſpiring hills afcend, 

And e roger e . 

tis "in Alkies's channel rides 

Lie the whole earth's vaſt landſkip unconſin d, 

N vi Whore chan 

'Twill raiſe thy wonder, ot ata. | 

How far from eaſt to weſt ? the lab'ring eye 
Can ſcarce the diſtant azure bounds deſcry : 

x Wide theatre; where tempeſts play at large, 

Call forth the ſeaſons, and the year controul : 

They ſhine thro” time, with an unalter d ray: 

So vaſt, this world's a grain; yet myriads grace 

With golden pomp the throng'd ethereal ſpace ; 

So bright, with ſuch a wealth of glory ſtor d 

'Twere fin in heathens not to have ador d. 
How great, how firm, how ſacred all appears? 

How worthy an immortal round of years ! 

Yet all muſt drop, as autumn's ficklieſt grain, 
And earth and firmament be fought in vain: 
Or where the Stuarts fill d an awful throne : 
| Time ſhall be flain, all nature be deſtroy d, 

Nor leave an atom in the mighty void, 


1 
Sooner or latter, in ſome future date, 


(A dreadful ſecret in the book of fate l) 

This hour, for aught all human wiſdom knows, 
When ſcenes are chang'd on this revolving earth, 
While other Bourbons rule in other lands, 
And (if man's fin forbids not) other Annes; 
Were, GEN Ng wo 
AS ae ran 
Of earth diſſolv d or an extinguiſh'd ſun. 

(e ſublunary worlds, awake, awake! 

Ve rulers of the nations, hear and ſhake !) 
Thick clouds of darkneſs ſhall ariſe on day; 
In ſudden night all earth's dominions lay ; 
Impetuous winds the ſcatter'd foreſts rend ; 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend ; 
And break the bondage of his wonted ſhore ; 
A ſanguine ſtain the filver moon o er- ſpread; 
Darkneſs the circle of the fun invade ; 

From inmoſt heav'n inceſſant thunders roll 


When lo! a mighty trump, one half conceat'd 


In clouds, one half to mortal eye reveal d, 
Shall pour a dreadful note : the piercing call, 
Shall rattle in the centre of the hall; 


9.1 
Th' eee fee, 
The living die with fear, the dead awake. 
O pow'rful blaſt ! to which no equal ſound, | 
Did e er the frighted ear of nature wound, | 
Tho' rival clarions have been ftrain'd on high, * 
And kindled wars immortal through the ſky, 
Tho' God's whole enginry diſcharg d, and all 
The rebel angels bellow'd in their fall. Ss 
Have angels ſinn d ? and ſhall not man beware ? L 
How ſhall a ſon of earth decline the ſnare ? 
Not folded arms, and flackneſs of the mind, 
| Can promiſe for the ſafety of mankind; _ 8 
None are ſupinely good; thro care and pain, x 
And various arts, the fleep aſcent we gain. ET 
This is the fcene of combate, not of reſt, 
Man's is laborious happinefs at beſt ; . 
On this fide death his dangers never ceaſe, 
His joys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace. 
If then, obſequious to the will of fate, 
And bending to the terms of human ſtate, 
2 When guilty joys invite us to their arms, 
When beauty ſmiles, or grandeur ſpreads her charms, 
The conſcious ſoul would this great ſcene diſplay, 
| Call down th' immortal hoſts in dread array, 
| | The trumpet ſound, the Chriſtian banner ſpread, 
And raiſe from ſilent graves the trembling dead; _. 
: Such deep impreſſions wo ld the picture make, | 
No pow r on earth her firm reſolve could ſhake ; NE, 
Engag'd 


1.9 1 
Engag'd with angels ſhe would greatly ſtand, 
And look regardleſs down on ſea and land ; 
Not proffer'd worlds her ardour could reſtrain, 
And death might ſhake his threatning lance in vain ; 


 Inftrutted thus to ſhun the fatal ſpring, 
Whence flow the terrors of that day I ing ; 

And all the dreadful image ſet to view. | 
The burniſh'd fcale, curl'd train, and rifing creſt, 
All that is lovely in the noxious fnake, 
Provokes our fear, and bids us fly the brake: 

In pleaſing luſtre, and detain our eyes; 

We view with joy, what once did horros move, 
Say then, my muſe, whom diſmal ſcenes delight, 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night ; 
Say, melancholy maid, if bold to dare 

The laſt extremes of terror and deſpair ; 

This blackeſt moment fince the world began. 
At leifure on her axle roll'd in-ſtate ? 
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A grateful change of ſeaſons ſome to bring, . 
And ſweet viciſſitude of fall and ſpring: 
Some thro” vaſt oceans to condutt the keel, 
And ſome thoſe watry worlds to ſink, or ſwell 
| Around her ſome their ſplendors to diſplay, 
And gild her globe with tributary day: 
This world fo great, of joy the bright abode, 
Heav'n's darling child, and fav'rite of her God, 
| Now looks an exile from her Father's care, 
Deliver'd o'er to darkneſs and deſpair. 
No ſun in radiant glory ſhines on high ; 
No light but from the terrors of the ſky ; | 
| Faln are her mountains, her fam'd rivers loſt, 
And all into her ſecond chaos toſt: 
|, One univerſal ruin ſpreads abroad; | 
Nothing is ſafe beneath the throne of God. 
Such, earth, thy fate! what then canſt thou afford 
| To comfort, and ſupport thy guilty lord ? 
, | Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon, 
+ How muſt he bend his foul's ambition down ? 
Proſtrate the reptile own, and difavow 
His boaſted ſtature, and aſſuming brow ? os 
What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ? 
Lord, why doſt thou forſake whom thou haſt made ? 
Who can ſuſtain thy anger ? who can ſtand 
Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand? 


It 


It flies the reach of thought: oh ſave me, Pow'r 
Of pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous hour! 
Thou, who beneath the frown of fate haſt flood, 
And in thy dreadful agony ſwent blood ; 
Thou, who for me thro' ev'ry throbbing vein 
Haſt felt the keeneſt edge of mortal pain; 
Defend me, oh my God ! oh fave me, Power 
Of pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous hour! 
From eaſt to weſt they fly, from pole to line, 
| Imploring ſhelter from the wrath divine ; 
Beg flames to wrap, or whelming ſeas to fweep, 
And rocks but priſon up for wrath to come. 
So fares a traitor to an earthly crown; 


While death fits threat'ning in his Prince's frown, 


His heart's diſmay d; and now his fears command 
To change his native for a diſtant land: 
Swift orders fly, the king's ſevere decree 


Stands in the channel, and locks up the fea; © 


The port he ſecks obedient to her lord, 
Hurls back the. rebel to his lified ſword. 


Words all in vain pant after the diſtreſs, - 
The height of eloquence would make it lefs : 
Heav'n! een the good man trembles. 


2 2 eng 


23028828 


2 


N 
Sh 
A 

ITI 
Th 
V. 


A ſure, 2 fixt inexorable doom? 


( 83 ] 
And is there a laſt day ?. and mult there come 


Ambition ſwell, and thy proud fails to how, 
Take all the winds that vanity can blow : 


And reach an India forth in either hand; 


Spread all thy purple cluſters, tempting vine, 
And thou, more dread ful foe, bright beauty ſhine ; 
Shine all ; in all your charms together riſe ; 
That all, in all your charms, I may deſpiſe, 
While I mount npward on a ſtrong deſire, 
Borne, like Elijah, in a car of fire. 

In hopes of glory to be quite involv'd ! 
To ſmile at death ! to long to be difſoly'd ! 


From our decays a pleaſure to receive ! 


And kindle into tranſport at a grave! 


| What equals this ? and ſhal! the vitor now 
Boaſt the proud laurels on his loaded brow v 


Religion! oh thou cherub, heavenly bright! 

Oh joys unmix'd, and fathomleſs delight! 

Thou, thou art all; nor find I in the whole 
For ever then, my foul, thy God adore, 


Nor let the brute creation praife him more. 


Shall things inanimate my condu@ blame, 
And fluſh my conſcious check with ſpreading ſhame ? 
- They all for him purſue, or quit their endj; — 
. 


| | Va. . 8. 
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bs 68 hogs he walbates dilkene fend, 
To reſt and filence aw'd by his command: 
Nay, the dire monſters that infeſt the flood, 
And turn to mild protefiors of mankind. 
Did not the Prophet this great truth maintain 

In the deep chambers of the gloomy main; 
When darkneſs round him all its horrors ſpread, 
as r owe th gg 
Diſcloſe the ſands beneath, and touch the ſky >. 
Look back with terror on their aftions paſt ; 
Nor tears, nor pray rs, the tempeſt can appeaſe ; 
| Now they devote their treaſure to the ſeas; 
Unload their ſhatter'd bark, tho” richly fraught, . | 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought, 
With gems and gold; but oh, the ſtorm ſo high ! 
Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can buy. 

The trembling Prophet then, themſelves to ſave, 


They headlong plunge into the briny wave; 1 : 


| Down he deſcends, and booming o'er his head 


The billows cloſe ; he's number'd with the dead. 5 
| | (Hee 
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Hear, O yejuſt! attend, ye virtuous few ! 
And the bright paths of piety purſue.) 
Lo! the great Ruler of the world from high 
Looks finiling down with a propitious eye. 
I And bids tempeſtuous nature ſilent ſtand ; 
Or kindly fold him in a ſoft embrace : 
He bridles in the, monſters of the deep, 
Forget their hunger, while they view their prey ; 
And guiltleſs gaze, and round the ſtranger play. 
But flill ariſe new wonders ; nature's Lord 
And calls the great leviathan : the great 
Leviathan attends in all his ſlate ; 
Exults for joy, and with a mighty bound 
Makes the fea ſhake, and heaven and earth refourd ; 
Blackens the waters with the riſing ſand, 
And drives vaſt billows to the diſtant land. 


As yawns an earthquake, when impriſon d air, 
Struggles for vent, 2 the canter hive, 


The Pugh views dindavons wth figuice 3 
Meaſures his monftrous teeth afar deſery d, 
r iy.) up xr nya pals 
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And hangs on liquid mountains void of fear, 
Or falls immerſt into the deeps below, 


Where the dead filent waters never losß: 


To the foundations of the hills convey d 
Dwells in the ſhelving mountain 's dreadful hade: 
And glides ſerenely thro” the paths of death. 
Two wondrous days and nights thro”-coral. 
Thro' labycinths of rocks, and fands he roves : 
When the third morning with its level rays 
The mountain gilds, and on the billows plays, 
It ſees the king of waters riſe and pour 
His ſacred gueſt uninjur'd on the ſhore : 

A typ: of that great blaſſing, which the muſe | 
. 
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after which, like the gods, they will be immortal. 
OW man awakes, and from his filent bed. 
Where he has ſlept for ages, lifts his head; 
Shakes off the ſhunber of ten thouſand years, | 
And on the borders of neu worlds appears. 


Whate er 


And render back their long committed duſt, 


( wp 1 


Wbate er the bold, the raſh adventure coſt, 


In wide eternity I dare be loſt. 
The muſes wont in narrow bounds to ſing, 
To teach the ſwain, or celebrate the king. 
I graſp the whole, no more to parts confin'd, 


I lift my voice, and ſing to human kind: 


I fing to men and angels; angels join, 
While ſuch the theme, their ſacred ſongs with mine, 
Again the trumpet's intermitted ſound, Ic 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation round, 
An univerſal concourſe to prepare | 


Of all that ever breath'd the vital air; 


In ſome wide field,” which afive whirhvinds cen 


Þ» ted bake — ſpace, 


And ſpread an area for all human race. 


Now monuments prove faithful to their truſf, 


Now carnels rattle ; ſcatter'd limbs, and all 
The various bones obſequious to the call, 
Self-mov'd advance ; the neck perhaps to meet 
The diſtant head, the diſtant legs, the feet. 
Dreadful to view, fee througk the duſky ſky 
Fragments of bodies in confuſion fly, 
To diſtant regions journeying there to claim 


Deſerted members, and complete the frame. 


When the world bow'd to Rome's almighty ſword, 


: Rome bow d to Pompey, and confeſs'd her lord 


ed Vet 
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Yet one day loft, this deity below 
— His blood a traitot's facrifice was made, 
And ſinoak'd indignant on a ruſhan's blade. 


No trumpet's found, no gaſping aemys yell, 


Bid with due horror his great ſoul farewell. 
Obſcure his fall! all welt' ring in his gore, 

His trunk was caſt to periſh on the ſhore ! 

While Julius frown'd the bloody monſter dead, 
Who brought the world in his great rival's bead. 
This ſever'd head and trunk ſhall join once more, 


Tho' realms now riſe between, and oceans roar. | 


The trumpet's ſend each vagrant note ſhall hear, 
Or fix'd in earth, er if afloat im ar, 
Obey the igual waſted in the wind, 
And not one fleeping atom lag behind. | 
So ſwarming bees, that en a ſummer's day 
In airy rings, and wild meanders play, = 


Charm'd with the brazen ſound, — 1 


-\nd gently circling on a bough deſcend. 
he body thus renew'd, the conſcious foul, 
Which has perhaps been flutt'ring near the pole, 


Or midſt the burning planets wond'ring ſtray d, 


Or hover'd o'er where her pale corpſe was laid; 
r rather coaſted on her final ſlate, 
Ant fear'd, or wilh'd for her appointed fate: 
This foul returning with a conſtant flame, 
Ne weds for exer her immortal frame. 
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Life, which ran down before, fo high is wound, 

Thus a frail model of the work defign'd 
Firſt takes a copy of the builder's mind, 
Sree nerr app am 
And marble bowels of the ſolid rock, 

Turns the ftrong arch, and bids the columns riſe, 
And bear the lofty palace to the ſkies ; 
The wrongs of time enabled to ſurpaſs, 

With bars of adamant, and ribs of braſs. 
That ancient, facred, and illuſtrious * dome, 
| | Where ſoon or late fair Albion's heroes come, 
| From camps, and courts, tho great, and wiſe, and jull, 
| To feed the worm, and moulder into duſt; & 
| That ſolemn manſion of the royal dead, 

; Where paſſing oxer ſleeping monarchs wad, 
Now populeus o'erflows : a numero race 
Of riſing kings fill all d extended ſpace. = 
| A life well ſpent, not the viftorious (word, 

1 Awards the crown, aud files the greater lord. 
Nor monuments alone and burial-earth ; 
Labour with man to this ſecond birth ; 
But where gay palaces in pomp ariſe, 
Ard gilded theatres invade the ſkies, 


— — 
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The meld nagutfaice end cally Kan; 
Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 
No ſpot on earth, but has ſupply'd a grave, 
And human ſkulls the ſpacious ocean pave, 
All's full of man, and at this dreadful turn, 
The ſwarm ſhall iſſue, and the hive ſhall burn. 

Not all at once, nor in hke manner riſe ; 
Some lift with pain their flow unwilling eyes ; 
Shrink backward from the terror of the light, 
And bleſs the grave, and call for laſting night. 
Fix'd as a rock, and broke the ruſhing flood, 
Nor raging tyrants from their poſture frown ; 
Such in this day of horrors ſhall be ſeen 
To face the thunders with a God-like mien, 
The planets drop, their thoughts are fix d above; 
The center ſhakes, their heads diſdain to move; 
An earth diſſolving, and a heav'n thrown wide, 
A yawning gulph, and fiends on ev'ry fide, | 
RE Vw; . 
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Chriſtians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans ſtand, 


Some 
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| Beneath your ſhades, and nean your cryital ſprings, 
I firſtprefum'd to touch the trembling ftungs. 


„ 
Some who perhaps by mutual wounds expir d, 
With zeal for diſtia& perſuaſions fir d, 
In mutnal friendſhip their long ſlumber break, 
And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake. 
With julter confidence enjoy the term = 
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Have made them public fathers of mankind. 


In that illuſtrious rank, what ſhamung lighe 
With ſuch diſtinguiſh'd glory fills my fight ? 


- Bend down, ay grateful muſe, that homage ſhew, 


Which to ſuch worthies thou art proud. to π . 
Whickham ! Fox !. Chichley! hail, illuſtrious names. 
Who to far diſtant times diſpenſe your beams; 


To bleſs a people, and oblige. a cxown. 
When other records length of years ſhall hlaſt, 
In your adopted ſons your fame ſhall laſt, 


And make thoſe Kings to laſting ages known, 
Thoſe happy monarchs under whom you ſhone : 


A moment thone, illuſtriouſly bright, 


Then left the morning world, and ſet in night; 
| But now you riſe eternally to ſhine, 


Eternally to drink the rays divine. 
| Indulgent God! oh how ſhall mortal raiſe 
His foul to due returns of grateful praiſe, 


For 


* — of New College, Corpus Chriſti, and 4⁴ 
Souls in Oxford. | 


„ | 
For bounty ſo profuſe to human kind, | 1 


Thy wond'rous gift of an eternal mind ? 
Shall I, who ſome few years ago was leſs - 
Than worm, or mite or ſhadow can expreſs, 
Was nothing: ſhall I live, when ev'ry fire 
Of ev'ry ſtar ſhall languiſh or expire ? 

When earth's no more, ſhall I ſurvive above, 
And through the radiant files of angels move? 
Or as before the throne of God I ſtand, 

As we now tell how Michael ſung or fought ? 
All that has being in full concert join, 
And celebrate the depths of Love Divine ? 

| Butoh ! before this bliſsful ſtate, before 
_ TY aſpiring foul this wond'rous height can foar, 

The judge deſcending, thunders from afar,. 
And all mankind is ſummon d to the bar. 

e oo rage” eee 
Io cb. and command our hearts 
Fiona be far away, let no machine 5 
Behold the GOD of Gods indeed deſcend, 
And worlds unnumber'd his approach attend. 


Lo! 


* RN 


Lo! 
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Lo! the wide theatre, whoſe ample ſpace 
Muſt entertain the whole of human race, 
At heav'n's all- powerful edi& is prepar d, 
And fenc'd around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds o'erflow, 


| The mighty plain, and deluge all below. 


And ev'ry age, and nation pours along; 
Nimrod and Bourdon mingle in the throng : 


Adam falutes his youngeſt fon ; no ſign 


Of all thoſe ages, which their birth disjoin. 
How empty learning and how vain is art, 


| | But as it mends the life, and guides the heart ? 
What volumes have been- ſwell' d . 
To fix a hero's birth- day or deſcent? 
What joy muſt it now yield, what raptures riſe, 
To ſee the glorious race of ancient days ? 


To greet thoſe worthies, who perhaps have ſtood 


Alas ! a nearer care your ſoul demands, 


Cefar unnoted in your preſence ſlands 


| The lamps that gild the ſpangled vaults above. - 


Said to one empire, Fall; another, Stand: 


Whoſe rear lay wrapt.in night, while breaking dawn 
$ —— 2 ; 
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Great Nernes world in arms, proud Cannæ s field, 


Where Carthage taught xiGiorious Rome to yield, f 
(Another blow had broke the fate s decree, | 2 
And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy.) 3 
| Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramillia's hoſt, 4 
They all are here, and here they all are loſt : : 


Their millions ſwell to be diſcern'd in vain, 
Loſt as a billow in th? unbounded main. | 
This echoing voice now rends-the yielding air, 
© For judgment, judgment ſons of men prepare !” 
Earth ſhakes anew, I hear her groans profounds, 
And hell through all her trembling realms reſound. 
Whoe'er thou art, thou greateſt pow'r of earth 
Bleſt with moſt equal planets at thy birth; 
Moſt realms united in one common lord; 
Who on the day of triumph faidſt, Be thine 
The ſkies, Jehovah, all the world is mine : 
Dare not to lift thine eye, alas ! my muſe, 
How art thou loſt ?- what numbers canſt thou chuſe, 
A ſudden bluſh inflames the waving ſky, 
And now the etimſon curtains open fly; 
Lo! far within, .and far above all height, 
Where heav/n's.great ſov'reign reigns in worlds of light, 
Whence natuge he informs, Do =g 
Creates, fuppans, confounds ! where time and place, 
3 life and grace, 


Wait 
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Wait humbly at the ſootſlool of their God, 


And more obedient at his awful nod ; 
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Speck of ereation) if he pour one breath, 


The bubble breaks, and 'tis eternal death. 


Thence iſſuing I behold (but mortal ſight = 
Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing ſea of light! 


Awfully rais'd, Heav'n's everlaſting Son ; 
Crown'd with that majeſty, which form'd the world, 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd. = 


| Support the train of their triumphant Prince. 
A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 
„ Around him like the zodiac winds its light. 


Night ſhades the ſolemn arches of his brows, 
Where er ſerene he turns propitious eyes, 
Or we expect, or find a paradiſe: 


But if reſentment reddens their mild beams, 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 


Now bend the knee in ſport, preſent the reed; 
Now tell the ſcourg'd impoſtor he ſhall bleed ? 
But oh! you ſons of men, exalt your voice, 
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Mercy, his darling, in his boſom found, 
Scatters ambroſial odours all around; 
Unbends his brow, and mitigates his frown, 


And ſooths his rage, and melts his thunders down. 


My thoughts are chang'd ; now man exalt thine eye, 


In thy dread Judge thy dear Redeemer ſpy : 


E'en Judas ſtruggles his deſpair to quell ; 
Hope almoſt bloſſoms in the ſhades of hell. 


Thus glorious through the court ofheav'n, the ſource | 


Of life and death eternal bends his courſe ; 


Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play; 


Th' angelic hoſt is rang d in bright array: 


Voices ſeraphic; bleſt with ſuch a flrain, 
Cou'd Satan hear, he were a God again: 


* 


| All hear'n ſhines forth, in all her pomp compleat, 


Triumphant King of Glory ? Soul of blifs ? 
What a ſtupendous turn of fate is thus ! 

O ? whither art tho rais'd above the ſcorn, 
And indigence of him, in Bethlem born ; 
A needy, helpleſs, unaccounted gueſt, 
And but a ſecond to the fodder'd beaſt ; 


Vouchſaf d to waſh the feet himſelf had made ? 
From him, who was betray'd, forſook, deny'd, 


dy'd; 


Wept, languiſh'd, Pray d, bled, thirſted, groan'd, and 


Hung 
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Hung piere d and bare, inſulted by the foe, 
All heav'n in tears above, earth unconcern'd below ? 
And was t enough to bid the ſun retire ? 
Why did not nature at thy groan expire ? 
I fee, I hear, I feel the pangs divine, 

The world is vaniſh'd. I am wholly thine. 


Miſtaken Caiphas ! ah! which blaſphem' d, 
Thou or thy priſoner ? hi ch ſhall be condemn'd ? 
| Deep are the horrors of eternal flame ! 
But God is good! tis wond'rous all! ev'n he 
Thou gav'it to death, ſhane, torture, dy d for thee. 
From earth full twice a planetary height 
There all the clouds condens'd, two columns riſe, 
One fix'd on earth, and one in fea, and round 
Its ample foot the ſwellin * billows found. 
Theſe an immeaſurable arch ſupport, 
The grand ſupporter of his awful court. 
Sheets of bright azure from the pureſt ſky, 
Stream from the cryſtal arch, and round the columns fly, 
Death wrapt in chains low at the baſis lies, 
And on the point of his on arrow dies. 
Here high enthron d th Eternal Judge is plac'd, 
Wich all the grandeur of his Godhead grac'd ; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet, 
5 C2 ; Now 
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Now an da eminently bright, 

Fm lf bs do A warn hte, 0 
Unfurls the Chriſtian flag, which waving flies, 
And ſhuts and opens more than half the ſkies : 
The crofs ſo ſtrong a red, it ſhades a ſlain, 
Where'er floats, on earth, in air, or main: 
And turns the deep dy'd occan into blood. 

Oh formidable glory! dreadful bright ? 
Ah turn, unwary muſe, nor dare reveal 
What horrid thonghts with the polluted dwell. 
Say not (to make the ſun ſhrink in his beam) 
Dare not affirm they wiſk it ail a dream : 


| Wiſh, or their ſouls may with their limbs decay, 


Or God be ſpoil'd of his eternal ſway. 
But rather, if thou know'ſt the means, unfold 
How they with tranſport may the ſcene behold. 
Ah how ! but by repentance, by a mind 
Quick, and ſevere its own offence to find ? 


w 


By tears, and groans, and never-cealing care, 8 


And all the pious violence of pray r ? 
Thus then with fervency till now unknown, 
I caſt my heart before th'eternal throne, 
In this great temple, which the Ries ſurround 
For homage to in Lord, a narrow bound. = 


« O thou * 5 
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O chou! whole balance does the mountains weigh, 


© Whoſe will the wild tumultuous ſeas obey, 


© Whoſe breath can turn thoſe watry worlds to ſlame, 
6 Earth's meaneſt fon, with trembling, proſtrate falls, | 
+ And on the plenty of thy goodneſs calls. wn, 

Ah! give the winds all paſt offence to ſweep, 


IJ 0o ſcatter wide, aud bury in the deep: 


© Thy power, my weakneſs may I ever ſee, 


And wholly dedicate my foul to thee. 


© Reign o'er my will; my paſſions ebb and flow 

At thy command, nor human motive know ! 

If anger boil, let anger be my praiſe, 

And tin the graceful indignation raiſe. 

My love be warm to fuccour the diſtreſs'd, 

* Ang life the burden from the foul oppreſs d. 
On may my underſtanding ever read 

This glorious volume, which thy wiſdom made! 

V bo decks the maiden ſpring with flow'ry pride? 

© Who calls forth ſummer, like a ſparkling bride ? 

© Who joys the mother autumn's bed to crown ? 


And bids old winter lay her honours down ? 


© Not the great Ottoman, or greater Czar, 


© Not Europe's arbitreſs of peace and war. 


May ſea and land, and earth and heav'n be join d, 

To bring th' eternal Author to my mind. | 

When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 

P 1 . 
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* Adore, my heart, the Majeſty Divine. 

© Thro' ev'ry ſcene of life, or peace, or war, 
Plenty, or want, thy glory be my care! 

© Shine we in arms ? or ſing beneath our vine? 
© Thine is the vintage, and the conqueſt thine : 


* Thy pleaſure points the ſhaft, and bends the bow; 


The cluſter blaſts, or bids it richly flow ; 
And giv'ft great Anne thy ſceptre o'er the north. 
© Grant I may ever at the morning ray, 
Open with pray'r the conſecrated day: 
"Tn ANNIE, 
- As ths adm, let my zeal improve, 
And glow with ardour of confummate love ; 
+ Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the ſetting ſun 
My endleſs worſhip ſhall be flill begun. 
And oh! permit the gloom of ſolemn night, 
* To ſacred thought may forcibly invite 
When this world's ſhut, and awful planets riſe, 
5 road 
- And ſhe al nature in milder hgh; | 
— into goodneſs glides ; 
O how divine! to tread the milky way, 
To che bright palace of the Lord of day; 
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A 
lis court admire, or for his favour ſue, 
Or leagues of friendſhip with his faints renew ; 
6 Pleas'd to look down, and fee the world aſleep, 
While I long vigils to its founder keep. 
Canſt thou not ſhake the centre ? ob controul, 

© Subdue by force the rebel in my ſoul : 

Thou, who can fill the raging of the flood, 

© Reſtrain the various tumults of my blood; 
| © Teach me with equal firmneſs to ſuſtain 

« Alluring pleaſure, and aſſaulting pain. 

O may I pant for thee in each defire ! 
Stretch out my ſoul in hope, and graſp the prize, 
Which in eternity's deep boſom lies ! 

At the great day of recompenee behold, - 
Devoid of fear, the fatal book unfold ! 

Then wafted upward to the bleſsful ſeat, 
From age to age my grateful ſong repeat ; 

My light, my life, my God, my ſaviour fee, 
And rival angels in the praiſe of the. 


' BOOK HE 
Efe quogue in fatis reminiſcitur fie temps, 
Quo mere, quo tellus; correptaque regia cali 
Ardeat, et mundi moles operſa laboret. 


T unfolding, the reſplendent ſeat 
3 ſaints and angels, tremendous fate 
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Of guiley fouls, the gloomy realms of woe, 
And all the horrors of the world below, 
I next preſume to fing : what yet remains 
Demands my laſt, but moſt exalted ſtrains. 
And let the muſe or now affett the ſky, 
Or in inglorious ſhades for ever lye. | 
She kindles, ſhe's inflam'd ſo near the goal; 
She mounts, ſhe gains upon the ſtarry pole ; | 
The world grows leſs as the purſues her flight, 
And the ſun darkens to her diſtant fight. 
Heav'n opening all its ſacred pomp diſplays. 
And overwhelms her with the ruſhing blaze! 
Ten thouſand trumpets now at once advance; 
No deepeſt ſilence lulls the vaſt expanſe : 
So deep the filence, and ſo ſtrong the blaſt, 
As nature dy'd, when ſhe had groan d her lait. 
Nor man, nor angel moves; the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the ſky, 
Then on the fatal book his hand he lays, 
When high to view ſupporting ſeraphs raiſe ; 
In folemn form the rituals are prepar'd, 
The ſeal is broken, and a groan is heard. 
Not guilty fear, nor fancy's ſelf can draw 
A meeting more auguſt, of greater awe. 
And thou, my ſoul, (oh fall to ſudden pray r, 5 
Ard let the thought ſink deep !) ſhalt thou be there ? | * 
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The throng divided falls on either hand) — 
How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obſcene, 
What more than death, in every face and mien ! 
Wich what diſtreſs, and glarings of affright, 
They ſhock the heart, and turn away the foght ? 

Each geſture mourns, each look is black with care, 
And ev'ry groan is loaded with deſpair. 
Reader, if guilty, ſpare the muſe and find 
Anne farm 
1 l ö ö 
Whoſe blended intꝰreſis levell'd at one aim, 


| Whoſe mix'd defires ſent up one common aim, 


Divided far; thy wretched ſelf alone 
Caſt on the left, of all whom thou haſt known ; 

| How wou'dit wound, what millions ven thou give 
For one more trial, one day more to live? 
Flung back in time an hour, a moment's ſpace, 
| To graſp with eagerneſs the means of grace; 
| Contend for merey with a pious rage, 

And in that moment to redeem an age? 
Drive back the tide, ſuſpend a ſtorm in air 
Reftrain the ſun ; bur ftill of this deſpair. 

| Mark on the right, how amiable a grace! 
| Their Maker's Image freſh in cv'ry face ! 
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And their eyes ſparkling with immortal fires ! Anc 
"Triumphant beauty! charms that riſe above Wh 
This world, and in bleſt angels kindle love ! Cou 
To the great Judge with holy pride they turn, - 

Non 


And dare behold th' Almighty's anger burn; 

Its flaſh ſuſtain, againſt its terrors riſe, 

And on the dread Tribunal fix their eyes. 

Are theſe the forms that moulder'd in the duſt ? 

O che tranſcendant glory of the juſt ! 

bo e e re eye e 

Th' inſetted brightneſs of their joy pollute. 
Thus the chaſte bridegroom, when the Preh draws nigh | 

Beholds his hlefſing with a trembling eye, 

Feels doubtful paſhons throb in every vein, 

pinky oa and ſnatch the glorious prize 


Inflame his woe, by bringing it ſo late, 
And ſtab him in the crifis of his fate. 


Since Adam's family, from firſt to laſt, 
Now into one diſtin& furvey is caſt. 
Devote yourſelf to fame, and think her fair, 
Look round, and, view the lights of human race, 
Whoſe ſhining acts time's brighteſt annals grace; 
| Who founded ſects, crowns conquer d, or refign'd ; FRE 
| Give names to nations; or fam'd empires join'd; | 
Who 
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Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mountain low ; 
Who with vaſt fleets, as with a mighty chain, 
Cou'd bind the madneſs of the roaring main: 
All loſt ! all und:{tinguiſh'd ! no where found 
How will this truth in Bourbon's palace ſound! 
| Round gilded roofs how heavy will it fly! 
With what a weight on crowns ond ſceptres lye ? 
Cen great and good Auguſtus is not ſeen, 
Tor haughty Babylon's viftorious Queen. 
What then is he, ® who amidit the radiant bands 
Of ſpotleſs ſaints, and laurel'd martyrs ftands, 
Conſpicuous from afar ? whoſe rays ſo bright 
Solicit, and attract the raviſh'd fight; 
In whom I ſee two diſtant virtues join'd, 
A royal greatneſs, and an humble mind ; 
His lifted hands his lofty neck ſurround, 
eee, Lamm 
. ( onced Bae be ran, 
" Theſe fcars to mark, and then regards his own. 
Jeruſalem's foundations groan aloud, . 
And Albion ſinks beneath her ambient cloud. 
Not far, methinks, I kindred features trace 
In a majeſtic, tho' a female, face, 
Her couſort by: around them filing move 
| The beautcous bloſſoms of their fruitful love: 


Known 


wo 


1 


* 


* Aing — I, 
V ho | | 


& 7 8 
massen hed ek arms base 
Their boſoms wir a double tranſport glow; 
Bleſt in themſelves, but more than bleſt to find” 
All held moſt dear in equal bleſſing join'd. 

In one, ſuperior majeſty appears, 
— EEP, IIIES in prom. 


Meet on his brow, „ 
Oh! to what fav rite part of human- kind 

Was this fo great, but dang'rous gift deſign d? 
What nation humbly cou d enjoy his reign ; | 


Ah ſay Britannia, whence this vengeance flow'd, 


Haſt thou not yet aton'd thy martyr's blood ? 
_ Edward's and Henry's ſtill aloud re ſound ? 
Now are their names in greater Gloſter drown'd ; 
Oh! what a godlike race in him is loſt ? 
What has his death e' en future ages colt ? 

But us'd with art, and rightly underſtood, 


All diſpenſations from above are good: 
And though with frightful aſpeRt they ſurprize, 


Moſt ills are only bleſſings in diſguiſe. 
. . to whom ne er was known 


Great parents! who thoſe bright tempraons knew, 


Knowing engag'd, engaging overthrew. 
No, juſt reward! celeſtial crowns encloſe 
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For ſee the volume vaſt, ſince time begun 
Juſt regiſter of all beneath the fun, 


Is thrown full wide; peace ocean! filence lull 
The ſounding winds ! ye ſpheres forbear to roll! 
IIear, O creation, thy great Maſter ſpeak ! 


Now firſt for guilty man bleſt angels ſhake. 

That hour, on which th” Almighty King on high 
From all eternity has fix'd his eye, 
Whether his right hand favour'd, or annoy d, 
Continu'd, alter'd, threaten d or diſtroy d, 
Southern or euſtern ſceptre downwards hurl'd, 
Gave north or weft dominion oer the world ; 
The point of time, for which the world was built, 
For which the blood of God himſclf was ſpilt, 
That dreadful moment is arri l. 

Aloft, the ſeats of bliſs their pomp diſplay, | 


| Brighter than brightneſs, the diftinguiſh'd day; 


Leſs glorious, when of old th* Eternal Sen 
From realms of night return'd with trophies won; 


Thro' heav'n's high gates, when he trumphant rode, 


And ſhouting angels hail'd the Victor God, 
Horrors beneath, darkneſs in darkneſs, hell 
Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell; 


A furnace formidable, deep and wide, 


O'er beiling with a mad ſulpherous tide, 
Expands its jaws, moſt dreadful to ſurvey, . 
And roars outrageous ſor the deſlin d prey. 
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The fn flight ert. 
Sack is the forne, Somme e 8. 
Proceed who dares, I tremble as I write; 
Say not tis diſtant, I behold it howz 
I faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, 
My ſoul recoils at the ſtupendous woe; 

* Ah! cruel death, that would no longer fave, = 
© But grudg'd me e en that mur dark abede, 
And caſt me out into the wrath of God; 
© Where ſhrieks, the rooting hase, the racing chain 
«© Ouronly fong ; black tie's maliznont light, 
© The ſole refreſhment of the blaſted fight. 
— FOR, Ways go e's Bigg 
+ Riſe up in arms agcint me, join the oe, 
+ And hall my ie, ue, 

© Corrupt to grom, und blow the fires of hell ? 
| © Oh! muſt I look with terror on thy gain, 
And with exiſtence only meaſure pain ? 


6 What 
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* What no reprieve, no leaſt indulgence giv'n, 
No beam of hope from any point of heav'n ? 
Ah mercy ! mercy ; art thou dead above ? 
+ Is love extinguiſh'd in the fource of love ? 
Bold that I am, did heav'n floap down to hell ? 
« Th expiring Lord of Life my ranſom ſeal ? 
Have I not been induſbrious to provoke ? 
From his embraces obſtinately broke ? 
« Purſu'd, and panted for his mortal hate, 
Earn d my deſtruction, fabour'd out my fate d 
And dare I onextinguiſh'd love exclaim? 
+ Juſt is my lot, but, oh! muſt it tranſcend 
* The reach of time, defpair a diſtant end ? 
Wik dreadful growth ſhoot forward, and ariſe = 
Where thought can't follow, and bold fancy dies { 
Never ! where falls the foul at that dread ſound ? 
Don an abyfs how dark, and how profound ? 
Don, down (I ſtill am falling, horrid pain !) 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms ſlill remain ; 
* My plunge bur flilf begun, and this for fin 
s Cou'd I offend, if I had never been, 
+ Bui ftilt increas' the ſenfetefs happy maſs, 
« Flow'd in the ſixeam, or flouriſh'd in the graſ ? 
© Father of mercies ! why from ſilem earth 
Didſt thou awake, and curfe me into birth? 
Tear me from quiet, raviſh me from night ? 
And make a thanktefs preſent of thy bght ? 
Da N 
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© Puſh into being a reverſe of thee, _ 
And animate a clod with miſery ? 

© The beails are happy, they come forth and keep 
Short watch on earth, and then lye down to ſleep. 
Pain is for man; and oh! how vaſt a pain 
For crimes, which made the Godhead bleed in vain ? 
« Stifled his groans, as far as in them lay, 
And flung his agonies, and death away ? 
As our dire puniſhment for ever ſtrong, 
© Our conſtitution too for ever young, 
« Curs'd with returns of vigour, flill the ſame, 
© Powerful to bear and ſatisfy the flame; 
Still to be canght, and flill to be purſu'd ! 
© To periſh ſtill, and ſlill to be renew'd ! 

And this my help! my God! at thy decree ? 
© Nature is chang d, and hell ſhould ſuccour me, 
8 And canſi thou then look down from perfed bliſs, 
© And ſee me plunging in the dark aby ſs, 
Calling thee Father in a ſea of fire, 
Or pouring blaſphe:nies at thy deſire ? 
With mortal's anguiſh wilt thou raiſe thy name, 
And by my pangs omnipotence proclaim?ꝰ 

© Thou who can ſt toſs the planets too and fro, 
© Contract not thy vengeance to my woe; 
© Cruſh worlds; in hotter flames fallen angels lay: 
On me almighty wrath is caſt away. | 
© Call back thy thunders, Lord, hold ir thy rage, 
Nor with a ſpeck of wretchedaefs engage: 
Forget 


* 


© Thou art all love, all mercy, all diyine, 


Bound io the hatiom of the burning pool, 
Though loth, and every Huh owns 


Rolling in vengeance, ſuuggling with his chain; 
To talk to fiery tempeſts, io ĩimplore 
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© Forget me quite, nor floop a worm to blame, 
But loſe me in the greatneſs of thy name. 


And ſhall I make thoſe gloties ceaſe x0 ſhine ? 

* Shall ſinful man grow great by his offence, 

And from us courſe turn back onmipotence ?2£ 
« Forbid is T and oh! grant, great God, as leaſt 

© This one, this ſlender, almoſt no requeſt ; 

+ When I have wept a thouſand lives away, 

© When torment is grown weary of its prey, 

© When [I have ray'd ten thouſand years in fice, 

Ten thouſand thouſands, let me then expire.” 


He's juſtly daom'd to pour eternal gar; 
Enclos d with horrors, and trans d with pain, 


The raging flame to gixe its þurnings o er, 
To toſs, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, 
And bear the weight of an offended Gd. 
| The favour'd of their Judge in triumph more 
To take poſſeſſion of the thrones aboxe ; N 
Satan's accurs'd deſertion to ſupply, 
And fill the vacant flations of the ky ; 
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To crop the roſes of immortal youth, 
And drink the fountain-head of ſacred truth; 
To ſwim in ſeas of bliſs, to ſtrike the ſtring, 
An l lift the voice to their almighty King ; ; 
 Toloſe eternity in grateful lays, 
And fill heav'n 
But I attempt the wond ' rous height in vain, 
And leave unfinilh'd the too lofiy ſtrain: 
What boldly I begin, let others ende? 
My ſtrength exhauſted, fainting I deſcend, 
And chuſe a leſs, but no ignoble theme, 
Diſſolving elements, and worlds in flame. 
The fatat period, the great hour is come, 
And nature thriaks at her approaching doom ; 
Loud peals of thunder give the fign, and all 
Heav'n's terrors in array ſurround the ball; 
Sharp lightrings with the meteors blaze conſpire, 
And darted downward ſet the world on fire; 
Black riſing clouds the thicken'd ether choke, 
And ſpiry flames ſhoot thro? the rolling ſmoke, 
With keen Mbral ions cut the ſullen night, : 
| And firike the darken'd ſky with dreadful light; 


From heav'n's four regions, with immortal force, 


Angels drive on the winds impetuous courſe, 
I“ enrage the flame; it ſpreads, it ſoars on high, 
Swells in the Norm, billows throvgh the {ky, 


's wide circumference with pra'{o, 


ere 
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Here winding pyramids of fire aſcend, 
Cities and deſarts in the ruin blend; 
Here blazing volumes wafted overwhelm 
The ſpacious face of a far diſtant realm: 
There, undermin'd, down ruth eternal hills, 
The n»1ghb'ring vales the vaſt deſtruction fills. . 
IIearſi thou that dreadful crack, that ſound which broke 
| Like peals of thunder, and the centre ſhook ? 
What wonders mult that groan of nature tell? 
| Olympus there, and mightier Atlas fell; 
| Which ſeem'd above the reach of fate to ſland, 
A tow'ring monument of God's right hand ; 
Neo duſt and finoke, whoſe brow fo lately ſpread. 
O'er ſhelter'd countries its diffafive ſhade. 
| High *midlt the clouds the boiling ocean roars, | 


- — 


| And looks far down on his decreaſing ſhores ; | 


| Leviathans in plaintive thunder cry, 
In diſtant diſmal pants the long liv'd echoes die. 
Shew me that celebrated ſpot, where all 

The various rulers of the ſever d ball 

| Have humbly ſought wealth, honour, PE WY 
That land which heav'n ſeemed diligent to bleſs. 
Once call'd Britannia ; can her glories end ? 
And can't ſurrounding ſeas her realms defend ? 
Alas in flames bchold ſurrounding ſeas !. 
Ard all their waters but augment the blaze. 
Some angel ſay, where ran proud Afia's bound, 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown'd ? 
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Where ftretch'd waſte Libia; where did India's flore 

Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore ? 
Each loſt in each, their mingling kingdoms glow, 

And all diſſolv d, one fiery deluge flow: 

mam — join'd,. 
And a full period of ambition find. 

And now whate'er or ſwims, or walks, or flies, 

Inhabitants of ſea, of earth, or ſkics ; 

All on whom Adam's wiſdom fx*d a name, 
n 
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The ſun, the moon, che ſlars all melt away, 
And leave a mighty blank: involv'd ig flame, 
In which ten thouſand worlds, in radiant dance, 
Orb above 'ovb their wond'rous caunke advance, 
By that o'er-ruling hand; which kindled all 
The ftars, and rounded in its palin the ball, 

Is cruſh'@ and loft ; no monument, no lign. 
Where once fo proudly blaz'd the gay machine. 
So ſparks that featter from the kindling fire : 
The devaſtations of ane dreadful hour, 
The great Creator's fix days work devour. 

And bear tofling ten thouſand worlds away ? 


Great 


reat 


| What ſtrange ſurprizes thro? all nature ran p 
For whom theſe revolutions, but for man ? 
For him Omnipotence new meaſures takes, 
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Great wealth! and yet (ye nations hear! one ſoul 


Has more to boa!t, and far ontweighs the whole ; 
Exalted in ſuperior excellence, 

Caſts down to nothing, ſuch a vaſt expence. 
IIare ye not feen th' eternal mountains nod, 

An earth diſfulving. a deſcending God ? 


For him through all eternity awakes ; 


Pours on him gifis ſuſſicient to ſupply 


Heav'n's loſs, and with freſh glories fill the fly. 


Think deeply then, O man, how great thou art. 


| Pay thyfelf homage with a trembling heart; 


What angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 
Slighting thyſelf, affronz not God's reſpect, 
Enter the ſacred temple of thy breaſt, 


And gaze, and wander there a raviſh'd gueſt; 
Gaze on theſe hidden treaſures, thou ſhali find, 
Wander thro' all the glories of thy mind, 

Of perfect knowledge, ſer, the dawnirg ghet 


Foretels a noon molt exquiſitely bright! 
ere, ſprings of endl :{s joy are breaking forth! 


| There, buds the promiſe of celeſtial worth! 


Worth, which mult ripen in a happier clunc, 
| And brighter ſun, beyond the bounds of time. 
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Thou, minor, canſt not gueſs thy vaſt eftate, 
What ſtores, on fereign coaſts thy landing wait. 
| Loſe not thy claim, let virtue's paths be trod; 


Who, to light thee to pleafures, hung on high 
Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the ſky : 


BY Dr. YOUNG. 


OA while here, 
| * „ r e ee 


b b ene 
And ſmiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death nor life delight us. If time paſt 
And time poſſeſt both pain us, what can pleaſe ? 
That which the Deity to pleaſe ordain d, 
Time us'd. The man who conſecrates his hours 
By vig'rous effort, and an honeſt aim, 

At once he draws the ſling of life and death; 

. and her paths are peace. 


SAPPHO 


Thus glad all heav'n, and pleaſe that bounteous God = 
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SAPPHO TO PHAON. 
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By ALEXANDER POPE, Es9. 


wha ov a youth of exquifite beaaty, was end 


a lady of Leſbos, from whom he met 


{| with the tendereſt returns of paſſion: but his affeftion 


afterwards decaying, he left her, and failed for Si- 
caly. She, on I 6s hear the lol ef her loves, lene» 
kened to all the mad ſuggeſtions of deſpair ; and ſeeing no 
for her preſent miſeries, reſolved to throw 
herſelf into the ſea, from Leucate, a promontory of Epirus, 
which was thought a cure in caſes of obſlinate love, and 
therefore had obtained the name of the Lover's Leap. But 
- fond hopes that ſhe might be able to reclaim her inconſtant, 


I ee of her diſtreſs and miſery, occaſioned by his 
| expreſſions ſhe is miſtreſs of, to ſooch him to fofineſs 


And tun'd my heart to elegies of woe. 


he wrote him this epiltle ; in which ſhe gives a ſtrong pic- 
wrote him epi in g1! 2 
by all che 


and endeavours, aͤrrſul ini nnations, and moving 


| « mutual feeling. ANONs 


3 


; Sat lovely youth, that doſt my heart command, 


Can Phaon's eyes forget his Sappho's hand ? 
Muſt 'then her name the wretched writer prove, 


| To thy remembrance loft, as to thy love ? 


Aſk not the cauſe that I new numbers chuſe, 
The lute negtefied, and the lyric muſe ; 
Love taught my tears in ſadder notes to flow, | 


I butt, 
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7 I burn, as when thro” ripen'd corn 

By driving winds the ſpreading flames are borne ! 
| Phaon to Etna's ſcorching fields retires, 

While I conſume with more than Ætna's fires ! 
No more my foul a charm in muſic finds; 
Muſic has charms alone for peaceful minds. 

Soft ſcenes of ſolitude no more can pleaſe, 

Love enters there, and I'm my own diſeaſe. 

No more the Leſbian dames my paſſion move, 
Once the dear objects of my guilty love; ; 
All other loves are loſt in only thine, 

Ah youth ungrateful to a flame like mine! 
Whom would not all thoſe blooming charms ſurprize, 
or apt een peg" 0 Dh 
4 Flew alle ame 3 

Would you with ivy wreath your flowing hair, 
Not Bacchus ſelf with Phaon could compare: 

Yet Phœbus lov'd, and Bacchus felt the flame; 
One Daphne warm'd, and one the Cretan dame : 
Nymphs that in verſe nor mere could rival me, 
Than ev'n thoſe gods contend in charms with thee. 
The Muſes teach me all their ſofieſt lays, | 
And the wide world reſound with Sappho's praiſe. 
Tho? great Alczus more ſublimely fings, = 
And ſtrikes with bolder rage the founding ſtrings, 
No leſs renown attends the moving ly re, 

Which Venus tuncs, and all her loves inſpire. 
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To me what Nature has in charms denx d, 
Is well by Wit's more laſling flames ſupply d. 
Though ſhort my flature, yet my name extends 
To Heav'n itſelf, and earth's remoteſt ends. 
Brown as I am, an Ethiopian dame 
Inſpir'd young Perſeus with a gen'rons flame . 
Turtles and doves of d:{*r:nt hues unite, 
And giolly jet is pair'd wtih ſhining white. 
| Ifto no charms thou wilt thy heart reſign, 
& But ſuch as merit, but ſuch as equal thine, 

But none, alas! by none thou canil be mor d; 
Puhaon alone by Phaon mult be lor d! i 
Vet once thy Sappho could thy cares emplox, 
Once in her arms you center d ail your joy : 
No time the dear remembrance can remove, 
For ch! how vail a meinory has love ? 
My Xmuſic, then, you could for ever hear, 
And ail my words were mulic to your ear. 
You ſlopp'd with kiiles my enchanting tongue, 
And found my billes ſweeter than my ſong. 
In all I plcas'd, but moſt in what was belt ; 
And the laſt joy was dearer than the reit. 
Then with each word, each glance, each motion fir d. 


Vou ſtill enjoy 'd, and yet you fl defir'd, 


Til all diſfoiving in the trance we lay, 


Aud in tumiltudus rapinres dvd away. 

The fair Sicilians now iny ſixil inſlame: 

Why was I _ ye god, a Leſbian dane ? | 
Vol IL. 8. KE. | But 
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That wand'ring heart which I fo lately loſt ; | 


Nor be with all thoſe tempting words abus'd, 


Thoſe tempting words were all to Sappho us'd. » 


And you that rule Sicilia's happy plains, 
Have pity, Venus, on your poet's pains! 
Shall fortune flill in one ſad tenor run, 

And ſlill enereaſe the woes fo ſoon begun ? 
Inur'd to ſorrow from my tender years, 
My parent's aſhes drank my early tears: 
My brother next, negleQing wealth and fame, 
Ignobly burnt in a deſlruttive flame: 
An infant-daughter late my griefs increas d, 
And all a mother's cares diſtract my breaſt. 
Alas, what more could Fate itſelf impoſe, 
But thee, the laſt and greateſt of my woes ? 
No more my robes in waving purple flow, 


Nor on my hand the ſparkling diamonds glow ; 


No more my locks, in ringlets curl'd diffuſe 
The coftly ſweetneſs of Arabian dews, 
Nor braids of gold the vary d treſſes bind, 
That fly diſorder d with the wanton wind. 


For whom ſhould Sapplio uſe ſuch arts as theſe ? 


. He's gone, whom only ſhe defir'd to pleaſe ! 
Cupid's light darts my tender boſom move, 
Still is there cauſe for Sappho ſtill to love: 
So from my birch the ſiſters fix d my doom, 
Ang gave to Venus all my life to come; 


re, 
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For, while my Muſe in melting notes complains, 
My yielding heart keeps meaſure to my ſtrains. 
By charms like thine, which all my foul have won, 
Who might not, ah! who would not be undone ? 
For thoſe Aurora Cephalus might {corn, 
And with freſh biuſkes paint the con ſcious morn. 


For thoſe might Cynthia lengthen Fhaon's ſleep, 


Venus for thoſe had rapt thee to the ſkies, 

But Mars on thee might look with Venus' eyes. 
O ſcarce a youth, yet ſcarce a tender boy ? 

O uſeful time for lovers to employ ! 
Pride of thy age, and glory of thy race, 

Come to the ſe arms, and melt in this embrace! 
The vows you never will return, receive; 
And take at leaſt the love you will not give. 
See, while I write, my words are loſt in tears! 
The leſs my ſenſe, the more my love appears. 
Sure twas not much to bid one kind adieu, 

At leaſt to feign was never hard to you); 


Or coldly thus. Farewel, oh Leſbian maid ! 


No tear did you, no parting kifs receive, 

Nor knew I then how much I was.to grieve. 
No lover's gift your Sappho could confer, 

And wrongs and woes were all you left with her. 
No charge I gave you, aud no charge could give, 


| | But this, Be mindful of our loves, and [:ve. 
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Now by the Nine, choſe po rs ador d by me, 
And Love, the ey that ever waits on thee, 
When firſt T heard (from whom I hardly knew) 
That you were fled, and all my joys with you, 
Like fone fad ſtatue, ſpeechleſs, pale, I ſtood, 
rief chill'd my bceait, and llopt my freezing blood ; 
No figh to rife, no tear had pow r to ow, | 
Fix 4 in a flupid . of woe: 
But, when its way ti impetuous paſſion found, 
I rend my treſſes, and my breaſt I wound; _ 
I rave, then weep ; I curſe, and then complain; 
2 ſwell to rage, now melt in tears again. 

ot liercer pangs dillract the mournful dame, 
boon hen firſt horn infant feeds the fun ral flame. 
My ſcornful brother with a ſmile appears, 
Inſults my woes, and triumphs in my te ars; 
Eis hated image ever haunts my eyes, 


And, Why this grief? thy daughter — he . | - 


Stung with my Fel and furious with deſpair, 
All torn my garments, and my boſom bare, 
My woes; ty crimes, I to the world proclaim 3 
Such inconſiſtent things are love and han: . 
"Fs thou art all my care, and my del ght, 

My daily longing, and my dream by nigh : 
Ou night more pleaſing thau the br'g'ut--it day, 
When kaney gives what abfence takes away, 
And, dee fed in all its viſionary charms, 
Reflores my tur deſerter to my acius ! 


Then 
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Then round your neck in wanto wreaths I wine ; 

Then you, methinks, as fondly circle mine: 

A thouſand tender words I hear and ſpeak ; 

A thouſand melting kiſſes give and take: 

Then fiercer joys, I bluſh to mention theſe, | 
But when, with day, the ſweet deluſions fly, M; 
And all things wake to bfe and joy, but I. 

As if once more forſaken, I complain, 

3 | And clufe my eyes to dream of you again: 

| 3 8 

| That knew my pleaſures, could relieve my pains, 

I view the graito, once the ſcene of love, 

The rock around, the hanging roofs above, 

That charm'd me more, with native moſs o'ergrown, 

Than Phrygian marble, or the Parian flone. 

I find the ſhades that veil'd our joys before ; 

| But, Phaon gone, thoſe ſhades delight no more. 

J. Here the preſs d berbs with bending tops hetray 

Where oft entwin'd in am'rous folds we lay; 

I kiſs that earth which once was preſt by you, 

I And all with tears the with ring herbs bedew. 

I For thee the fading trees appear to mourn, 

I And birds defer their ſongs till thy return : 

Night ſhades the groves, and all in filence lye, 

| All but the mournzul Phylomet and 1: - 
E 3 With 
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With monenfal Philo nel I join my ſtrain, | 
Of Tereus ſhe, of Phaon 1 comply n. 
A ſpring there is, whole filver waters ſhow, 
Clear as x glaſs, the ſhining fards below: 
A flow'ry lotos ſpreads its arms abov , 
Shad > all the banks, and ſeems itſelf a grove 3 
Eternal greens the moſſy nurgin grace, 
Waich'd Ly the ſylvan genius of the place. 
Here as I lay, and ſwell'd with tears the flood: 
Before my fight a watry virgin flood: 
| She flood, andery'd, © O you that love in vain ! 
Fly hence, and ſ-ek the fair Leucadian main. 
There ftands à rock,” from whoſe impending tocp. 
s * s fane ſurv eys che rolling dec p; 
There injur d lovers, leaping from above, 
Their flames extinguiſi, and forget to love. 
Dencalion once wizh hopeleſs fury burn d, 
In vain he lov'd, relentleſs Pyrrha fcorn'd: 
But when from hence he plung'd into the main, 
D-ucalion feorn'd, and Pyrrha lov'd in vain. 
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Ste ſpoke, and vaniſh'd with the voice, I rife, 
And flent tears fall trickling from my eyes. 
1 go, ye nymphs thoſe rocks and ſeas to Prove; | 
Blew mich I fear! but ah, how much I love! 

I go, ye nymphs, where furious love inſpires; 
Let female fears ſubmit to female ſires: 


Haſte, Sappho, haſte, from high Leucadia throw Wt 
Thy wretched weight, nor dread the deeps below * 


To 


To 
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To rocks and: ¶ as I fly fron Phaon's hate, 
And hope from feas and rocks a miller fate“. 
Ye gentle gal:'s, be neaih my body blow, : 
And ſofily lay me on the waves below ! 
And thon, kind Love, my fnking limbs ſuſſa n, | 
Spread thy ſoft wings, and waft me o Fer the main, | 
Nor let a lover's death the guilileſs flood prophane ! 8 | 
On Phabus' ſhrine my harp I'll then beſtow, 
And this infeription ſhall be plac'd below. 0 
Here ſhe who ſung, to hm that did inſpire, 
Sap Pho to Phabus con ſecrates her lyre; 


© What ſuits with Sappho, Pherbus, ſuits with theez . - 


+ The gift, the giver, and ihe god agree,” 
But why, alas! re lentleſs youth, ah why 
To d. fant ſeas mult tender Sappho fly? 


Iny charms than thoſe may far more pow' ful be, 


And Pecœbus ſelf is leſs a god to me. 


| abt endo acc whe ents ace 
1 O far more faithleſs and more hard than they ? 


Ah! canft thou rather fee his tender breaſt 


| Dath'd on thefe rocks than to thy boſom preſt ? | 


This breaſt, which once, in vain ! you lk'd fo well; | 
Where the loves play d, and where the Muſes * 1 
Alas ! the Muſes new no mere inſpire, 
Untun'd my tate, and ſilent is my lyre; 
My languid numbers have forgot to flow, 
And fancy finks beneath a weight of woe. 


Ye 
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Ye Leſdinn vidginn, and ye Leſbian dames, 
Themes of my verſe, and objefts of my flames, 
No more your groves with my glad ſongs ſhall ring, 
No more theſe hands ſhall touch the trembling firing : 
My Phaon's fled, and I thoſe arts refign ; | 
(Wretch that I am, to call that Phaon mine !) 
Joy to my ſoul, and vigour to my fong, 
Abſent from thee, the poet's flame expires ; 
But ah! how fiercely burn the lover's fire? 
Gods ! can no pray rs, no ſighs, no numbers move 
One ſavage heart, or teach it how to love? \ 
The winds my pray'rs, my ſighs, my numbers bear, 
The flying winds have loſt them all in air! . 
Oh when, alas! ſhall more auſpicious gales 
To theſe fond eyes reſtore thy welcome fails ? 
O launch thy bark, noe fear the watry plain: 
O haunclrthy bark, 9s a5 peutyrons gates 3 
If you will fly, (yet ah Wee 
Too eruel youth, that you ſhould fly from me 71 
If not from Phaon I muſt bope for eaſe, 
Ah let me ſeek it from the raging ſeas : 
To raging ſeas unpity d I'll remove, 
. or ceaſe to love? 
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REFLECTIONS ON A FUFURE STATE 
Nen a Review of Winter. 


By FAMES 1 HOMSON. 


- 


7 IS done! dread Winter [preds h's lateſt glooms, 


Andi r2igns tremendous o'er the conquer d year. 
How dead the vegetable kingdom kes; 


L How dunb the tunefal! Horror wid: extends 


His deſolate domain. Behold, fond man! 
See here thy pictur'd life: pals fon: few years, 


Thy flow'ring Spring, thy Sunmner's — 
Thy ſober Autumn fading into age, 
And pale concluding Winzes comes at laſt, 


And ih:ts the ſcere. Ah! whither now are ſled 


Thoſe dreams of greatne is ? thoſe unſolid hopes 
 Ofhappinefs ? thuſe longings after fame ? 

| Thof: reſtleſs cares ? thoſe buſy builling days ? _ 

Thoſe gay-ſpent, feſtive nights ? thoſe veering thoughts | 


Loft between good and ill, that ſhar'd thy life ? 


I Allnow are vaniſh'd! Virtne ſole ſurvives, 
| Immortal neve:-a ling friend of man, 
His guide to bappineſs on high. And ſee! 


Tis come, the glorious morn ! the ſecond birih 


| Of heaven and carth ! awak' ning nature hears 


| The nexv-creaiing word, and ſtarts to |. fe, 


In 
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In ev'ry heighten'd form, from pain and death 
For ever free. The great eternal ſcheme, 
Involving all, and in a perfeft whole 

To reafon's eye refin'd clears up apace. 5 
Ye vainly wiſe ! ye blind pre ſumptuous ? now, 
Confounded in the duft, adore that Pow'r 
And Wiſdom oft arraing'd ; ſee now the cauſe 
Why unaſſuming worth in ſecret liv'd, 5 
And died negletted: why the good man's ſhare 
| In kfe wes gol „„ 

fn chem, 96 
To form unreal wants: why heaven-born truth, 
Of ſuperſtition's ſcourge : why licens'd pain, 
That cruel ſpoiler, that emboſom'd foe, 

| Embitter's all our blifs. Ye good d ſtreſs d! 
Ye noble few ! who here unbending ſtand 
Beneath's life's preſſure, yet bear up awhile, 
And what your bounded view, which only ſaw. 
A little part, deem'd evil, is no more: 
mo Wan Fir SI pos - 
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A WINTER PIECE. © 
| Aparmagrlhym bond wrmatgrnn;— = 
And keenly o'er the wide heath the bitter blaſt did blow 
When a damſel all forlorn, quite bewilder'd in her way, 
Prefs'd her baby to her boſom, and ſadly thus did fay : 


| + Oh! erect was my facker, that hee his door en me, 


And cruel was my mother, that ſuch a fight could fee ; 


And cruel is the wint'ry wind, that chills my heart with cold, 
But crueller than all, the lad that left my love for gold! 


ma ek, my lovely baby, and wenn thee in uiy heady 


Ah, litle thinks thy facher how ſadly we're diftreſt ! 
| | For, cruel as he is, did hC know but how we fare, 
| He'd thield us in his arms from this bitter piercing air. 


Cold, cold, my deareſt jewel! thy little life is gone: 
Oh let my tears revive thee, ſo warm that trickle down; 


| My tears that guſh ſo warm, oh they freeze before they fall 

I Ah wretched, wretched mother! thou'rt now bereft of all. 
| Then down ſhe ſunk deſpairing upon the drified ow ; 

And, wrung with killing anguiſh, laments ud her woe : 
|| She kiſs'd her baby's pale lips, and hd it by her fide ; 

| | Thencalt hereyesto heaven, the- o d her head, anddy'd 


SELF- 
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And giv'n ſure earrelt of his final blos. 4 
" Thoſe hours that lately ſmil'd, where are they now ? | 


$ The fun is darknefs, and the flars are duſt. 


L 0 ] 


SELF-LOV E 
By Dr. YOUNG. 


THO venerate themſclves, the. world deſpiſe. 
For what, gay friend! is this eſcutcheon'd world, 
Which | hangs out death in one eternal night P 
A night that glooms us in the noon-tide ray. 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the — 
Life's little ſtage is a ſmall eminence, 
Inch-high the grave above ; that bene of met. 
Where dwelis the multitude : we gaze around ; 
We read their monuments ; we figh ; and while Sg 
We ſigh we ſink, and are what we deplor'd ; 4 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! _ 
Is death at diſtance ? No: he has been on thee ; 


Pallid to thought, and ghafll'y ! drown'd, all drown'd 
In that great deep which nothing difembogues ! 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee ſmall renown. 

The veſt are on the wing: How fleet their flight ! 
Already vas the fatal train took fire; 5 

A moment, aud. he world's blown up to thee ; 


